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60 Bums— A Pilgrimage to the Land of 

Burns, oontaimng Anecdotes of the Bard, and 
of the Characters he immortalized, with nu- 
merous pieces of Poetry, Original and Selected, 
and foood engravings, post Svo, hoards, 12s 6d, 
scarce 1822 

From the Library of Hogg, the Etirick Shepherd, and 
written by Hew Ainelie, iUiat "The Laog Liuker" of the 
"Pilgrimage." 
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PII.6RIMA6I: 

TO THE 

LAND OF BURNS; 

CONTAINING 

AND OF THE CHARACTERS HE IMMORTALIZED, 

WITH NVMBROVS 

PIECES OF POETRY, 

V 

. Original and collected. 
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We liave no dearer aim than to make, leiaurelyy PU- 
mrimages through Caledoma; to sit on tiie Belds of her 
Battles ; to wander on the Romantic Banks of her Rivers ; 
and to muse by the stately Towers, or venerable Rnins, once 
the honoured abodes of her Heroes.— Bvrns. 



^ DEPTFORD : 

PBINTED FOR THE AUTHOR, BY 
W. BROWN, 

AND SOLD BY SHERWOOD, NEB^Y, AND JONES, PATER- 
NOSTBR'ROW, LONDON. 
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PILGRIMAGE 



Thert were three carkt in the eut. 

Three carles of cre^t faSr, 
And they ha'e ToVd a solemn tow. 

To see the shire of Ayr. 

They went not forth like cadgers, 

A hotching upon brutes ; 
They went not forth like gangers, 

A yanking on their doots. 

But frae the sta' they^re ta'en a iteed. 
And they're bun him to a whisk. 

Syne awn* tiiey flew, like Uie great Jehn, 
Or Willie an' the wisp. 



In presenting the public with a Pilgrimage 
to the Land of Burns^ we feel sufficiently 
assured that no apology is required for the 
subject, Lit were well if as little might serve 
for its matter and execution. ) Without, how- / 
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9 A l^ILOEIlf A^E TO 

eTer^ attemptuig any, we beg leaye liriefl j to 
state the aiotiTea,tliat led to, and what was 
proposed by, such an imdertaking. 

Although in the poems of Robert Boms, 
the humoar, pathos, and passion are all of the 
first order of excellence, yet it is unquestion- 
ably owing to his admirable talent at catching 
^ the manners fiying as they rise ;* of overhaul- 
ing character, and the boldness and freedom 
with which he ranges through the human 
breast, which |^te to his writings that sort o£ 
electricity, which makes every bosom feel t^ 
shocls, and every spirit a cojpductor; which 
sent them through his native land like light- 
ening, and established them therein as the 
jaepessari^ of Kfe. It is this universal* charm 
that makes his pages glHter in the library of 
the lord, and lie in the winnock bunker of the 
labourer ; even more honourably thumbed than 
his venerable co-mates Boston and Buuyan. 
It is inoreover no less owing to this, and to 
the closeness of his observation and the truth 
witti which he defeated, that makes the vi- 
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THE MND OF BVRNS. 3 

d nlty of bis birth-place moFe iDteresting than 
almost any other poet ; — as the land he lired 
in ifas ever the scenery, anA ikm beings he 
lived with always the subject of lap soq^. 

Thus believing, the intended pilgrims, 
though fully aware that the industry aod re- 
search of Mr. Cromeck, had gleajied the gross; 
of what 'the profusion of Burn^s genius bad 
scattered ; still they vfere no less awiare that 
^ Auld Collars plains an' fells'' those iioUe 
volumes from which be stndBed nature in ^' a' 
ker shews an' forms'% were slill fresh aii4 un* 
sullied as when he read them : nor did they 
despair of finding (not, howler, in audi good 
preservation) a quantity of that UvHig mate- 
rial, out of which he bailt so impoRsbable a 
a fame. By tough draughts of the one^ and 
sketches of the other, they hoped to amuse 
their friends ; as their prospect of amusing, 
then, and even until lately, had that ^ extent 
no more\ 

T< must, however, be acknowledged, that 
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4 A PILGRIM ACW TQ 

although this was the ultimate object of tbe 
pilgrimage ; yet its origin might be traced to 
the natural ripening of that affection which we 
have for an author whose writings peculiarly 
interest us. We have, beyond all question,^ 
4 mental, as well as material relatives) and in 
the world of Poetry and Fiction , there are 
kindred and tribes as certainly as in the world 
of flesh and blood. Nor is it less true, thaf 
the Bard who speaks most familiarly and ten-^ 
' derly to those passions and feelings that pos- 
sesi9 us most entirely, will ever stand, topping 
the list of all those to whom our spirits are 
affianced. • Our admiration of his genius, in 
the first instance, prompts us to peruse all he 
hath written or said : our love and interest in 
the man tiext sets us in search of all that has 
been said or written concerning him. And, 
lastly, when Ipye and admiration have in a 
regular way begot enthusiasm ; we long to 
see the land that gave him birth, the rivers by 
which he roamed, the woods in which he sang, 
the trails that kept him warm, yea, even our 
devotion extendeth to the old roof tree that 
strode betwixt him and heaven. 
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The spirits with which our three representa- 
tives of immortal mendicity, Edie Ochiltree, 
Jinglin Jock, and the Lang Linker, bad adieu 
to Edina, Sootia^s darling seat ; can only be 
rightly appreciated by those whose senses 
have been long familiaria&ed to the smoke, 
sound and scent of a city; fbut to. which 
their spirits stubbornly refuse ever to natura- 
lize, from an inborn love of nature/or perbap«j 
from the circumstance of having spent theirj 
most susceptible days where — 

** Wild woods grow and riTcre row 
Wr mony a hiU between." 

The general appearance which our pilgrims 
exhibited both as to equipage and equipment^ 
on the 2Sd June 1820, as at day break they 
bore away into the high road that leads to 
Lanark, though, it had little in common with 
the dashing of modern Tourists, seemed to a 
considerable extent, to wear the uniform of 
their purpose. Their vehicle, a. machine of 
the curricle family, more notable for its capa- 
city and convenience than for the flourish of 
its trappings or the freshness of its fancy, was 
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kept rapidly and stoftdfly ki wmdorn by a mMe 
<' aiTet'* that bad firequettlly witb more buD- 
ber bdufid bim, ran fifty miles beneaib one 
SttH. It moreover contained, besides great 
snffidency of bottom room, a la^e cavity or 
cellarage, ivhicb, being stowed witb tbe most 
approyed sorts of wayfaring ▼ictoalUng, and 
accompanied with almost an exciseable stodL of 
liquors, pat their a{^tites quite at ease as to 
bad inns, while the large tartan cloaks in 
which they were severally swaddled, and the 
manner in which the whole man was so pro- 
perly roofed in with the ancient Kilmarnock 
bonnet, seemed a sufficient vouch for the se- 
curity of their skins. 

The morning, at thdir outset,.as8umed rather 
a watery look, the hills retaining too long 
their misty nightcaps, which, when weighed 
with the clouds that lay, white and swollen, 
bundled up in the west, certainly made it 
appear considerably under the attal^hment of 
that old Scotch saw, which warns us — 



\^cta the iAnOa $Tt dikn M ^bl^» 
When the iwaaow ftten kiBh, 

Whea the haur liitigs on the hfll. 
When the lelif blyittg fffll, 
Gif ye'd keep diy^ hi h«dt and wttKiey 
Hap ye wed, or hsnd at haiue. 

In the face, however, of ancient Wisdom it 
broke pleasantly up, and to their long-town- 
tempered senses the country began to get de- 
lightful. There is, indeed, something pecu- 
liarly delicious iu the firsiiiiigs of a sununer 
morn, when the earth seems as it Were in the 
unlimited possession of bird and beast, and 
they sing and gambol away fearlessly, ere 
man comes like a tyirant from his haunt and 
driyes them to their neats aand ooTcrts. 

The Jingler when they had passed all sym- 
toms of the city, fell into a sort of reverie, his 
countenance working considerAbly^ and his eye 
flying from object to object, like a swallow 
catching flies, till with a sudden jerk his jaws 
burst asunder, and forth came the following 
in a whirlwind of din: — 
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THB JIN0ifiR*8 MORNDfO SONG. 



For I ha'e BE ieea a b^I^icr day 



Thia bonny mora o' June, 

My vorda thay oonM i» riqrn* 1*^> 
My breskh oomcain a tame. 

CHORUS. 

And hurray aadhnrri. 
And bom my merry menf 

I wadna gi' a Juie day 
For a' tbe dayi I kea. 

Its bra' to lee the blytb sun 
Come blinkin' o'er the lea, 

lU sweet to hear the cock-bird 
A sbgin on the tree. 

A singia' on the tree, my Ud8> 
An' whisttin' in the lift, 

a! It pits the heart of Jinglui Jock 

into an nnoo tift. 

Andhnnra, andhurra^ 
And hurra my merry men* 

I wadna' gi' the Hntie's sang 
Fora'thesangslken. 
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Well tak it caimy up the braes 

Syne gi* the beastie head ; 
An' when we fin* a bonny howe> 

Well ait us down and feed. 
Our kebbock and onr cakes lads, 

Will mak' onr meal a treat. 
An' a wee drap o' Jock Barleycorn 

Will mak' the bumies sweet. 

And burra^ and hurra. 

And hurra my merry men, 
I wadna gi' Jock Barleycorn 

For a' the jokes I ken. 

At a good inn upon the confines of that ex- 
tensive moor, that stretches with little inter- 
ruption from the village of Little Vantage to 
the town of Lanark, they made their first bait- 
ing halt; and though the outside appearance of 
the inn-r—a lone, wind-withered ancient house — 
promised little, the inside pleasantly belied the 
promise, as an excellent breakfast was served 
with considerable despatch, and despatched 
with a corresponding degree of activity. — 
By the time they were again ready to resume 
their way, the wind had freshened seriously 
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from the west, and the sky bad almost thick- 
ened to a storm g^ey. They moonted, how- 
ever, without any loss of spirits and with thdr 
tartans high buttoned, their bonnets lowered, 
and their tongues busy, they sptvted merrily 
away some fourteen miles of Scotland's Tery 
basest earth. Carnwath Moor, with its south 
and north connections,bas with great propriety, 
been called the backbone of the country. It 
is, indeed, a base highland, up to which, the 
softness of summer cannot creep : and though 
the heath may wave abroad its bloom, and the 
marsh bent its white downy banner, it is more 
to declare that summ^ is in the land, than 
that it is there. Among thdr other Moorland 
amusements, a tolhnan was by Edie's dexte- 
rity, manufactured into a good laughing stodc ; 
he was a lean, hard, withered-looking thing-^ 
seemingly nearly related to the heather and 
thistles among which he had grown. Edie 
catching his character, drew out an old fo- 
reign coin, and offered it for payment of the 
toll dues. The old moorcock, on " sighting 
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baith sides o^ the shiUiiig'', declared, ** they 
could na ynn through his yett for sic like sil«- 
ler'\ Edie assuming a foreign accent, asked 
him, ^^ Tats de matter wid de mony*' ? ^^ Be* 
cause it disna wear ttie King's image o* this 
kintra^% replied the old boy, '^ sae canna pass 
my purse neck". If s Tan great pity you can't 
take my coin, but you may as tcI stop me for 
speaking de foreign tongue as carrying de 
foreign money'\ <' Na, na'', returned the 
bar-man, getting hot, ** that's anitfaer tale — ^^ 
it's nae concern o' mine, tbo' ye had nae tongue 
at a' — but Goth, gif ye ride on Scotch roads, 
ye maun pay Scotch siller (or them, I'll learn 
ye that Monshur Ptck-the^paddock," — ^By tUs 
time he had put himself into a Tiolent passiea, 
and his auditors into a Tiolent fit of laughter 
— so throwing him a coin to his mind, they 
droTc on to ^njoy it. 

About noon they reached Carnwath, rather 
a tolerable looking Tillage, from which they 
had a fine Tiew of Tinto hill, and truly it was 
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a grand sight to see its huge pinnacle tearing 
in twain the dark clouds that came sailing 
heavily from the west. 

When inspecting the Tillage in search of 
'< uncas^' they discoTcred an old woman sit- 
ting spinning in a cottage door, and singing 
an old jacobitical jingle, which, as they had 
not seen in Hogg's collection, they thought 
proper to extract, as the record seemed hurry- 
ing fast out of the reach of compilers. She had 
it, she said, from her father, who was out in the 
, 45, who sung it as long as he was able, then 
. she sung it to him, and during his last illness^ 
she declared, the sound of it lightened him 
(> , more than CTen the singing of psalms. 



THE GOUD UPON CHARLIE. 
Air.—" Owre the water to Charlu:* 

If ye*!! drink yill, and be canty still. 
Sin the breeka haa banged the kiltie ; 

Wale out the lads wore the white cockads. 
And delight in a Jacobite lUtie. 



THE LAND OF BURNS. 13 

CHOEU8. 

Then np wi' the lads wore the white cockads^ 

Altho' they be scattered right sarely^ 
There's a sough in the land, there's a heart and a hand. 

That may yet put the gaud upon Charlie. 

Tho' a poor German daw's got the crap o* the wa' 

And our ain bonny dowit has poncket. 
We hae gude fidooners stilly and when they get their will. 

They'll put the right dow in the doncket. 

Then up, &c 

Then keep your blue bonnet a wee ere ye d'on it, 

An keep your cla3rmore frae the stouring. 
Ye may yet hear a honi on a braw simmer mom. 

That will thank ye weel for the scouring. 

Then up, &c. 

Tho' hireling swords, and cauld-blooded words. 

Has yirded the pride o' the thistle ; 
Tho* the bonks in the gnm, yet the sauls in a son. 

That may yet gar auM Hanoyer fistle. 

The country that lies beyond Carnwatb^ is 
merely a continuation of the moor that pre- 
cedes it ; cultivation, though, in some spots, 
had commenced a sort of battle with nature, 
but it was a losing one, the poor, stinted trees , 
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that were doomed to this banishment, seem- 
ing to say to the passengers,, *^ we are frae 
hame.*' 

^* Stuffing keeps out storming*', says the 
same wisdom that prognosticated the storm 
by the sky dress of tlfft dawn, and well it was 
for our wanderers to the west that they be- 
lieyed implicitly in both, for, scarcely had 
ihey cleared the Tillage when Tinto began to 
let down the bowels of the clouds upon them ; 
which assisted wiA a stiff cold breeze and the 
surrounding scenery, gave a summer shower 
all the appearance of a winter blast. Indeed 
it seemed hardly possible for wiod and rain to 
have singled out a fitter spot for exhibiting 
their fury to advantage — a bare unhedged 
road, winding through a dusky ocean of heath, 
here and there broken with those grim sepul- 
chres of a former world — a peat moss ; while 
at intervals, amid the dash and howl of the 
performers, the pewet threw in his weeping 
note with all the effect of a big O ! in a tragic "A 
speech. 



TBB LAND OF BURNS. 15 

A little before they reached Lanark, how- 
ever, the day broke up, when a new heaven 
and a new earth opened upon them. Passing^ 
the town, they gave their vehicle to the care of 
a boy and turned into a foot-path that lead« 
down the River Clyde, to the fall of Stone- 
byers. They had not proceeded far tiU 
they were surrounded by a covf y of clamorous 
little boys, that seemed to hover about the ca- 
taract like a flight of gad flies preying upon 
passengers. They had picked up a quantity 
of large flashy words that former visitors no 
doubt had dropt ; and though at first, our pil-* 
grims were not over fond of such an extensive 
cry of service, they soon got reconciled to 
tiiem from the amusing and laughable v/s^y 
that they speckled their boyish chatter with the 
big words they had eaught. As every hoard 
haih its head, this little band of harpies had 
likewise theirs. His superiority, however, did 
not consist in exterior. He was a small, thin, 
yellow, ill clad thing ; but there was an alert* 
ness in his movements^ a spark in his eye, a 
cerlaiii gidlantry in the manner be set even his 
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rags a flattering, and bore himself in die midst 
thereof, that at once distinguished hfan the 
*' Triton of the minnows*'. When they came 
in sight of the fall, he exclaimed with all his 
dignity mustered — ** You are particularly for- 
tunate in Tisiting the fall to day, the recent 
rains have, you see, swollen the river lip full, 
and dyed the foaming flood a rich brown, if 
you step down there. Gentlemen, until your 
eye clear the impending sprays of that moun- 
tain ash, you will then have the whole yolume 
before you at once.*' — ^Then turning to one of 
his mates, he proceeded in the same breath, 
though in a difierent tone and tongue,' — *^ I 
say, Tammy, man, I kent a whittie's nest in at 
the root o* yon rowen tree, I faunM when it' 
was wi' egg an* I teird Jonny Brown o*t; 
an, tht vile niger, harried it when the young 
cam out, just bare gorbs, to gie to his bri- 
ther*s howlet but I gied him something 'ifl 
learn him to harry my nest again the dy*st 
thief*. — Now, gentlemen, had the state of 
those bank steps allowed you to reach the 
margin of the linn below, the sight #ould have 
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fully Compensated your toil, as tho wkote cata- 
ract is there seen as it were awfally tambliny 
above you ; but the path to day is too slippor j 
for the attempt. — ^Ye*re a big liar, Will Hiu<p> 
1 never drew your set line but ance, an' there 
was naething at it but a black. eel, it was 
Jonny Brown that cutted aff the beucks, sae 
was't as sures death, I may neT« steer .-^The 
height of the fall, gentlemen, perp^ndiciilarly 
is 84 feet, according to the latest survey, and 
from the smooth water above to the smooth wa«. 
ter below, it measures in all lit. It is by all*- 
allowed, gentlemen, to be one of the first ca«* 
taracts in the kingdom^*. There was som;^*. 
thing truly, in this urchii^ facility of change 
and distinctness of utterance, that faintly re« 
minded them of Matthew's ' Bartholomew 
Fair' ; and it was not without reluctance that 
they paid off this clever little epitome of elder 
men, who can speak both coarsely and rashly to 
their inferiors and equals, but who have pick* 
ed and pretty words for their supmorsi or 
those they look to gain by. 

c 
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They Imd oat lonf resumed their seais,^ 
whm a meet UAwimoiis cry arose among them 
for dianer^ aad as they had the materials for 
9atisfyiilg suoh cratiag m the gig, their busi^p 
MSI ^aa to find a proper spot for the scene of 
aotwn : Hm, luehily for the state of their sto- 
macbsy aooa oocurred, for having perceived on 
tlie road side an opening that led into a wood^ 
jQdie^ Ithe jehu of the party, drove fearlessly 
in, as if it had been a pendicle and pertinent of 
his own manor, until they reached a beautiful 
green spot^wheKe they lighted — ^tied the animal 
to a bush in such a manner that he might en- 
joy the herbs, and wilh great activity and ad- 
dress discharged the gig of its savoury con- 
tenft% lodging them, by the direction of Edie, 
under the shade of a most ponderous and ve- 
nerable oak, one, in fact, that seemed the very 
Adam of the whole forest, where, in short 
8paee,«aBd with little ceremony, an incredible 
quantity of pork, ham, roast lamb, cheese,, 
bread, and whiskey disappeared. After this 
labour was accomplished — ^We say labour, for 
had anybody seen the long*bodied son of 



tmt t4m M BUMS. !• 

theftesi, JingliB Jcick^ diggio|; with hirf ht§gt 
jocktefeg^ into the fat iaiik of the Wef^ptaiKii^ 
qaarrying out portiona Ifte fubblewoik, tat 
the purpose of bofldfai|^ up ike ampty stoMai 
or yacancies tbat iiraatf aiilaa rtie kad ahook 
in their food repaeitaries — he wanhl hate dtf* 
elared it labour, aud hard laboof too* Thay 
began to coi»ider ivhore they nmra acatady and 
finding fliey irere in the tMnky of tba Clrttett 
~ eraigs, Imboqs on acoou&t of WaHaaa^ aad aa 
flie apparent- aat^aity of tta tree they eat 
under^ aeemedtD warrant Aa aupjiorfiiote that 
he angbt have bonaored it with hia pirasane% 
tiieir Sceteh blood wanned wiOin iieBa-*-|^-» 
triotio toasts were roared abroad, as if they 
wished the whole of Clydsdale should hear 
fltem, and at last, with a Yoice thiit MAea 
trifle of the wat^&H^ they aii^g. ^^Seota^Rha 
hae wF Wallace bled/V aad tossed iq^ tbak 
bonnets in the air as if they meemt to psjrt 
with them. There is bo' cidoalaling wMi 
their mirth woridhaye let them leave the oak^ 
had not a eaw^ whiiA was graaiag in the 
Betghhoufhood, iastigated^ pcfhaps^ by the 



to A woMmtmkQn to • 

]iidodj,b^;aii to bellow, and, from theiadis- 
tinct manner in wbidi the sonnd was heard at 
first, amid the other muric, made the Jingler 
bdiere it was Ihe Toice of the proprietor, 
eomingto poond, fine, or proseeote the partj 
for A^ trespasses ; a cold sweat came iqpon 
him, his under jaw broke away from its npper 
broAer, and he sat fixed and immoTaUe, as if 
the strain of the cow had conjured him to a 
stone. — ^Another tune from the same min- 
strel, satisfied them, regarding the author, but 
the Jingler's harmony was gone, and. they 
were obliged to leaTe their royal canopy, to 
humour the fears of this unfortunate yictim of 
brutality. 

^ Their Ud^ was now for. about setven miles 
down the rich Mnks of the Clyde, where, at 
interTals, ' were seen, through trees, luxuri- 
antly stuck oyer with, infant fruit, the wide- 
gushing isitream, ) pleasant comrfields, fenced 
in with woods and iordiards, with many a fair 
mansion, and neat cottage, giving life and 
intere9i to scenes as fair, when seen by the 
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soft Ught of a sammer eTening, at any that 
our pilgrims joinfly declared^ ever .extorted 
praise. The very human beings of these re- 
gions seemed distinct from their inoorland 
neighbours, for, ibstead of the cold hankering 
look that accompanied the answers.of the lat- 
ter, they had free replies to thdr queries^ from 
stout, merry •looking'men, and.pliimp, smiling 
lassies, affording matter of Yaunt to the Linker^ 
ivho had his favourite theory thereby counte- 
nanced, viz. — ^that the mind and manners are 
greatly moulded by the party's locality 

About fire o'clock they baited at a country 
inn (adjoining the village of Dalserf ) plea« 
santly settled in the eomer of an orchard* 
The landlord was ahappy lopkihgjoungmaa^ 
and apparently fast filling with Aat sort of 
Intelligence which so well becomes a red nose 
and a round belly — ^the first of vHuch, by the 
bye, seemed a promising bud, and the latter 
was evidently patting forth. In the coarse of 
some discourse they had with him^ he hap^* 

a 
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pratd 4o repeat a few Kaes of Blind Horri^a^* 
WaHaoe ; this was auAeieait to send our Pil* 
grfam f«ll ety throii^ all iha ooraerB and co^ 
i^cva of his ittlclkotaal domain, aad though 
tk0jf fsiwd Dothiof but the common Termin of 
lore ditiios and garlands ; he inf<Hrmed then 
that an old woosaa presently employed upoa 
llis potai00 field had> be believed, some eight 
di^s singiiig of old aongs^ among which, 
were som^ concerning his '^ Counti'y's Savi^ 
o«y.'^ Had this nuus of corks spoke of a gold 
mine in Ms fidd, it oonld hardly haire called 
forth the fervour with which they demanded 
ifhere this land lay. The k^dlprd, with a 
Ftady ^InHitlHag civility, conducted them ini 
dontinently to the fields wb^re half a doawn of 
the f£|ir seK^ (fy iipoiiH} were l)?ating with 
hoes the Weeds from the young crop« The 
giwp was Mttposed of personages of divers 
ages|.frjaiaoherry*eheeked fifteen^ up to the 
Mt hefaiami isitb hcT yellow hsffet pinched and 
puekcffed, with the fisg^r of timO; like a<iHiUed 
pqtticodt.. 



A few words frMi the Itmdlord wtf e »vM* 
cjent to bring the part j from the middle of th« 
Aeid.^<< Here'i^ three gallant gentlemen^ 
i3itzy^\ said he addressing the oldest, *^ wha 
wudfein hear ye croon owre ane o* your auld 
rants**. The old woman modestly wished 
ihey might not think their time mispent i and 
without further eeremony, they all doubled 
themselves down, either upon the headridge 
or edge of the ditoh^ the younger ones bund^ 
led up themseWes to smirk and titter, the 
elder to enjoy a blast ^^ o' the luntiog pipe,'* 
Edie settled in front of the *^ Auld wiffle** to 
oatch her song at the purest, while Jock and 
the Linker, mixing mth the rod cheeked paxt 
of the company, kept filling up the pauses 
with laughter, produced from sundry queer 
questions they put privatriy to their partners. 

The ancient songstress had certfllnly, at that 
date, lost both her beauty and her voice ; y^t 
there was the look of a contented spirit 
ifvrought ifli among her wao fiinows^ and a 

el 
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complaiffuice) and a wish to please, WQTe into 
her broken tones, that far more than compen- 
sated for the absence of both. It is, indeed, 
something truly heart-taking to see, the old, 
and stricken in years, throw lightly aside, the 
recollection of their frailty and their farrows, 
and cheerfully atteqapt to amuse the young. — 
The spirit that can taunt at such efforts, .or 
.scan the doing, without glancing at thein- 
.tent, should have been born among the Caffires 
of the Cape, and remained there. 

Circumstances and situation give, no doubt, 
the same sauce to mental, that health and ap* 
petite give to culinary treats. It is, therefore, 
partly owing to this sauce of circumstance, 
that the following old song was so loudly 
cheered ; which, had it come from the press of 
John Moren, last Speech and Ballad Printer 
to the Blackguards of a certain City, had, pos- 
9ibly been held expensive, ^< at the small 
charge of one penny,'* even in company with 
three or four other ^* Excellent New Songs,** 
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furnished in front with a decent cut of the 
Devil. 



THE KNIGHT OF ELDERSLDS. 

A CLY08DALE DITTY. 

Hie Mtttbiem knm'ii, wroaghfc meikle ikakh 

Unto our weit ooanlne. 
He has ta'en the gear, but he's gotten the wrath 

O* the Kiught o* Elderalie. 

• 

Sir WiBiam's ta*ea his sword in hand. 

It was well proved an' good— 
Hiree waps o't roun' his buirdly breast 

Has deared a Seotdsh rood. 

Upon his lip there is a tow, 

Upon his brow a ban. 
Hell learn his faemen their ain march. 

If it nay be leam'd by man. 

To see him in his weed o' peace 

Wi' the dimple on his chin, — 
O stood there e*er a £urer Knight 

A lady's lore to win ? 
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T^ see lam Ml his liiell o' ated 
Wi* hb biBid svrord by bis tiue-" 

O stood there e*er a brarer Knight 
T6 rcddl alnU oomitrie ? 

Step onty step ont^ my gaUsnt Kji^(iiC» 

By- thysd thou shanna stride, 
Hk/ wldte the lock lie on my brow, 

An^ my diirt o' mail hmg wide. 

Bbw Jsp, there's gallant heftrts in Kyle 

An^ the upper ward o* Clyde, 
Bbw up, blaw np, a thousand spears, 

WiXL glitter by thy side. 

There's mony bow to go«d; I tme, 
Tlierc^s mae that bow thro' drsad^ 

But blaw a blast, thou wight Wallace 
Ad' luck for man an' steeds 

Oh ! wha eou'd stiek by pleugh an' spadle^ 
When a Southem^s in the Ian* ; 

O ! wha wnd lag whan Wallace Wightj^ 
Has ta'en his sword in han't 

To him thai dares aTighteotni deed^ 
A righteons strength is ghvi^ 

An' him that fightft fi>r Liberty, 
Will be free in earth or hettfen^ 
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Ffom Dalserf they took across the couatry 
for Stratbaveo. 

Alter a most disagreeable ride, for about 
eight miles, upon a wretched up and down pa- 
rish road, made, or rather unmade, as Edie 
observed, for the purpose of killing horses 
/ \ and making naen curse, they reached the town 
1 of Strathaven, irhere, in an excellent inn, and 
over an excellent supper, they laughed over 
the pleasures, and talked over the aches, that 
forty-six miles riding had bequeathed to 
them. For, although, such talk would have 
made the man merry, who is one half of 
his life out, and the other half in the saddle ; 
yet, to Qur pilgrims, whose habits were ra* 
ther sedentary, and who might be said to 
journey through life on their bottoms, such 
stirring and jolting was new, and new ha- 
bits of any kind, require use to make them 
fit. It is not therefore, to be wondered at, 
as they stretched out their limbs to the fire, 
and thdr hands to the glass, that Ediie's 
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tboaghts and voice wandered into the foUoiw- 
ing old chaant } or, that the spirita of his bre- 
thren rolled aweetly up with it ia chorus, spin- 
iiing, and twining it away like a three-twist 
cord. 






THE INGLE SIDE. 

Iff rare to wtt the morning bleeze 

Like a bonfire frae tbe sea^ 
It's fair to fee the bonue kits 

The lip o' the flowery lea ; , ' 
An' fine it ia on green hill nde 

When hums the hinny bee. 
But rarer, fairer, finer far. 

Is the ingle siife to me« 

Glens may be gilt wi' gowans rare, 

Tlie birds may fill the tree. 
And hanghs hae a* tike scented ware. 

That sfanmer*a growth can gie 
But the canj^ hiearth where cronies m^et» 

An* the darling o' our e'e. 
That maks to us a warl' complete, 

O the ingle side's for me. 

Next morning our pilgrims^ ig spite of jea-^ 
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lerday*8 fatigues^ and eke the tempting softqesa^ 
of their couches, had inspected the town and^ 
iriciaity of Strathaven^.ere-the hand of the hired 
likbourec had lifted his tools ; and, shortly af-« 
ter they were to be seen snugly seated in theic 
travelling machine, upon that extensive moor» 
famous and notable as the scene of the memo- 

' . i 

rable struggle of Drumclog. Th^- Jii^gler,. 
who pretended acquaintance with the spot, be- 
gaa ta enlarge upoa (he battle, and seeing 
here and tfiere in the fields several large co- 
lumns of rough granite set up, he, with the 
full .consent aud concurrence of the other pil- 
griffis, immediately rated and reckoned theiQ 
as the nusmorials and death-stances of some 
great mea on that fearful day ; just as this 
opinion was settled, and severally attested^ 
they overtook a countryman, going forth, 
spade in hand, to the moss-digging. After 
saluting him,, according to custom, they, with 
a look of shrewd discovery, asked him, what 
.memorable irxcident in the engagement does 
.that atone mark ? pointing to on^ of thesa 



ereetioDsu Tke maii tttrmng^ np « j^utatad 
cottntenftBoe, as if be had Keen ^iQestioMdl'by 
a foreigner, replied, ** What^s your wulli sir f** 
^ I mean/^ said the Jingler, ^^ to what par* 
ttenlar in the battle o' Dramclog does that 
montnnent pdrint V* *^ The battle o* Dmni- 
clog ^ returned die c1owd> ^ wae, I canna 
say ony thing anent that ; bat the way that 

thae stanes are staunen there ; gif it^s them 
ye mean, is Just to let the laird^e kye claw 
themseltes on, as ye see there^s nae trees in the 
parks.^^ Luckily for our pilgrims, this son of 
the soil had no spice of quizzery in htm ; on 
the contrary, so much were they taken with 
his good-natured bluntness, that they dis- 
mounted, and by the side of a rill, which tedi- 
pered their ** gude Scotch drink", they drank 
with him their morning dram. 

They were now within a few mHes of the 
»faire of Ayr, upon a fine, gentle, sloping high^ 
way, and keeping up a spirited march to the 
tune of the merry larks, with which Edie 
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thoQglit the tsky^ in this quarter, had an extra 
supply, longing, and ready, for an extfaor- 
dinary burst, livbenever they entered that far* 
femed shire. This, the stone on the road »• 
sooner announced, than each pilgriiti, to the 
extent of the crying ability in his possession, 
set np an ^* all haiP' ! to the land ef Bums, 
flourishing, at the same time, their ^* kilmar^ 
nocks" manfully round their heads, even until 
their throats and arms were severally fatigued. 
After a refreshing pause, they burst into ^* Ayr* 
shire Lasses*% at which they continued steadi* 
ly until they reached a farm house, where, 
upon the grass plot of its *^ kail yard^, a 
*^ sonsy hizzy" was spreading clothes. The 
Jingler, whose spirits were in a spring tide to^ 
day, accosted her with ^^ Gude morning to ye, 
my bonny lassie, and mony a fair stitch may ye 
wash as white — aye, as the lilly hand that rubs 
ihem". ^ Thanks to ye, sir", said the girl, 
^ for your iliony wally words ; but 1 doubt gif 
I dinna msd£ my claes a wee tiling whiter than 
my han's, the gude wife will think they ha« 
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gotten little gude o^ the sapples.'^ ^< Weel^ 
then*', returned the Jingler, drawing largely 
upon his stock of gallantry^ ^* Vm a seceder 
from the gude wife, altho% aiblins she be a wo-^ 
man o* nae sma' rummelgumshon, for ony 
thing that has a likeness to a fair creature, 
like thee is far dearer to pne than gif it shamed, 
the lily o' the Talley, the goud o' Ophir, or the 
the cedars o' Lebanon'*. She replied, laugh- 
ing, that if he keepit ay in that mind, it would 
be a bra business to hae his arle penny in her 
pouch, ^^ but teth I dread**, she continued, 
<< gif ye hired at Beltan, there , woud be ither 
words amang your win* or auld Halla* day, 
for ye ken, its a bonny burn that*s aye clear, 
and sweet lips i^re aye dear**. '^ By the Land 
o* Robin**, cried the Linker, in great heat^ 
^^ thou*rt a canty Queen. I could hae sworn 
it was Ayrshire we were in by the blink o* 
that blue e*e : and the smirk o* that sweet 
mou might wile e*en Mess John frae the pul«. 
|dt, far less a daft chiel frae a whisk — ^tak 
care, lads> till I light**. So sayings he made 



an eflfort to leave the gig, 'which Edie observ- 
ing, applied the whip, 'and drove him, growl- 
ing and kissing his hand, away from the 
tempter. 

About eight o'clock, they came in sight of 

the pleasant village of D 1, in the vicinity 

of which, tbe Pilgrim John, had sovm his 
wild oats — ^that unshackled, that pure portion 
of our existence — when, like the colt, we kick 
and scamper about as the spirit bids, ere the 
world hath taken us (like the horse jockey) 
and broke us into dull posting and laborious 
uses. His heart waxing fuller and fuller at 
the sight of the hills and valleys of his na- 
tive shire, he was at last, under the necessity 
> of venting it a little in 

THE JINGLER'S HAMEWARD HYMN. 
Each whirl o* the wheel — 

Eadi step brings me nearer 
TTie hiune o' my youth— 
Erery okjeM gets dearer. 

Thae hills an thae huto/ 
An' the trees on that green ; 
D 
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l4»h ! tbey glonr in my fiue 
like some kindly anld frien'. 

E'ontlie bnttes tiiey k)ok aodal 
As gif tbey would crack ; 

And the aang o* tiie bird 
Seems to welcome me back. 

O-! dear to our souls 
btlie hMd that irafcMus ; 

And dear is the land 
And the cottage that bred us. 

And dear ave the comrades 
With whom we onee apovted ; 

But dearer the maiden 
Whose love we first courted. 

So^$ image may pexish^ 
B'en grifll die avay — 

But the scenes of ovur yopth 
Are recorded for aye. • 



In passing through th§^ Tillage, John was 
recognized by a number of his ferJlEier school- 
mates, who soon hrtfught too and boarded the 
curricle ; attacking hixn at all quarters, with 
** Eh, man, is tips ypu ?" " ^;)^ar sirs, how's 



be6» &c. &e. To ivKioh he kept op a Mptef 
rwmteg reply of << Very we«iv tlHMdL jk^^^ all 
the wane time thraeting owl hie hand aanoiq^stt 
theiD, which thej lAeofc vmAi gveat Meildlg^^* 
and, aliqost, dangerous yiolence; 

It ie^ with anaixed sert efi feelini^ ti«it>we^ 
meciaft^r a lapse of years^ wMilbose eoAf^ 
f fiends^, whose povtraits we iMvve tteasiuMdiiift 
ift the: inner dMunbere of oar hidart. We 
smile,,' peiAapS; on> seeing one MdMnx^ we pafftedt- 
witfi' iw bdauty^s hud, Uown^ ukUoi Mli tkmfBPy 
bttt we>sigh) as the eye wandeorsiorvr the psde- 
iiblMek of her we left in the bloomi and«fipet^a*t 
ttietspoiier Time ; '< who mowi&the.roseiaWaly^ 
and sets the lilly there^\ 

WUfa some difikmlty th^. got the JuigleK 
and his first friends disengaged, wlhen hatfrar 
mile's further riding, brought tteam to W^«^hs|. 
the residence of his- fether. — A*^ weleome needi> 
somettitng more than w6rds to speafe ite sinoe^^ 
rity : but there is a certain brigMfeniag» of ttte- 

d2 
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eye, aad a squeese of the hand, as if the heart 
poUed the nenresy that admits of .no dilute; 
such^symptoiiis may always be depended oa 
as genuifie— and sach it was our pilgrims* 
to meet on ''Bonny Irvine side**. 



The forenoon was mostly spent in yisiting 
some bieaiitifal and classic spots.rrr'' Chdston 
Moor'%'. o*er which the '' .glorious sun** looks 
upon. the '' Mauchline belles.**, being quite at 
the doocy while '' Loudon*s bonny . woods and 
braes**, together with '' Patie> Mill*% are 
t^eir near neighbours. In4eed9 the whole sur- 
rounding scenery was full of strong poetical 
proTocatiTes, being generally in that, h^f 
ifiU, half cuItiTated state, where neither the 
broad, rich meadow gives monotony, nor the 
bare, bleak mountain disgust. Here the 
Jirigleir.was literally at home, and a pleasant 
sight It was to see him take old friends by the 
hand, . aad 'give and receive hiaitories since 
their last meetings In stumbling upon spots 
that had feh him with a Ughtejr foot, he broke 
away. into long rhapsodies on the pleasure. of 
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play-days, andooming to a wood he had seen 
—nay helped to plant-^some twenty years 
ago, he could talk in prose no longer, so forth 
came— 

THE jmOLER'S TALE OF A TkEE. 

r 

Look, neighboim, do ye lee 
That gitnt o' a tree > 
Wou'd ye think that I bae seen 
That atately tent o' green, 
A finger length o* timber— 
A thing so light and limber^ 
That a crow^ intent to biggj^ 
Might hae picfct it for a tiri|r 
An* wove it among itrawf. 
Such a trifle then it waa*-^ 
Tho* now ]re. see tbe crows 
Might hatch upon its boiigbs^ 
Thae trees, that lude plantation 
Hands the glen in occupation- 
Faith I hae aeen the day, 
.For^all their huge amy^ 
When with little stress I could 
fiave carried the hale wood : 
Hm' the smallest now ye see 
Rfigbt be my g«iklwi tree ! 
I4nd hare m^rcy npoo in<Pi I 

p3 



a time, and they moyed on, solemnly jtn^pg 
upon these apparent and frightening facts--rr 
that a ptji ^sofyi #ojb <9^y « <c||^ ^ f%^ to break 
his own head", but that he inay likewise 
plant a tree with his hands that may come to 
hurt his throat. Tbe^<^ .unpleasant, though 
waited x^^LeoXiox^^ 9^^je\ pl^^Aantly interrupted 
by meeting a fak dMue^ to wbon the Jingler 
flew lovingly, and was as lovingly received ; 
sweet converse and kind en(][uiries ensued, un- 
til, ^Hike a sumip,^'^ p)oufi^% tbi^ 4^me's matri- 
monial engagements oame aorow his recollec- 
tion, and then, with the valour of a man, who 
makes inclination the vassal of honour, he 
stiffened his talk into cold cefeqao^y, and bade 
her adieu. He t^(^ug)it pipqppf , }iowever, as 
the incident sat a oom^derable time on his re- 
collection, io commemorate it in rhyme, where- 
of the tenor follows : 

It was you, Christy, you 
First wann'd tliU heart I trow ; 
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Took oqf ilomaek firle iDty fliod^ 
Put the devil in my blood— 
Made my doings out o' scMOB^ 
Mftde my tUnklii^ Out o' reMon*-* 
It was you, Christy lass. 
Brought the Jingler to this pass. 

But when amaist dementity 
My sair heart got ventit — 
O, what happy days we'd then, 
'Mang the hnfeels o' yon glen! 
Aft by bcmny Irvine side 
Wehae lain roVd in a plaid, 
Frae the setde o' the mght 
To the income o' the light. 

An* Christy, finth I see 
By tiie twinkle o' tiiy e'e- 
An Christy, lass, I fin* 
By a something here within— 
That tho* ye're ta'en saither. 
An tko' ye be a mltker. 
There's an enbeae in us yet. 
That might kindle— were it fit. 

Then fidr ye weel, my fiur ane. 
And fare ye weel my rare ane<^ 
I asce thought my bonny leddy. 
That thy bairns won'd ca't me deddy. 

p4 
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But that bim'^/tgUMby*-^' • 

Sae hsf^ nay ye fie. 

An* eaaty may ye be, 

Wi' the ifMifithat iou'd been me. 



After dinner, they revisited the village^ 
VFhere some fine specimens of Scottish kind- 
ness were presented to them, and there, like- 
wise, they had the pleasure of encountering 
the ancient Ayrshire tea-drinking, or '^four 
hours**, as it is there termed — ^toasted cheese 
upon cakes being presented to the first cup ; 
wheat bread and butter to the second ; and to 
the third, or even fourth, if pressing can ef- 
fect it, a rousing glass of whiskey. This 
meal met with the unqualified praise of our 
pilgrims in all its parts, but they seemed par- 
ticularly intoxicated with the spirit of its ter- 
mination. The Tillage being a manufacturing 
one, after tea, they went through a number of 
their workshops, where they saw at work se- 
veral female weavers. This sort of proba- 
tionary state, they wefe told, lilost of the mo- 
thers in' the village had gone through, but on 
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Biarrying they generally g^a^e up the '' box and 
babbins** for a ** baby and a blanket**. In 
l^ni^ral they seemed stout, healthy-looking 
g^rls ; still their situation seemed a very un- 
seemly one; and though in Homer*s days, 
Pe^lope taight look a highly poetical and 
interesting figure at the loom, yet in the days 
of £die Ochiltree, Jinglin Jock, and the Lang 
Linker, so ^* dowy and dowdy** did the she 

i¥eayers of D 1 appear, that even Jock, 

flaming as he ivas, could .not afford them a 
couplet. Indeed, he signified his regret^ ^* that 
a bonny Ayrshire lassie should, instead o* hand- 
ling the inwork o* a house, or tripping amang 
the green grass, be condemned to mak her 
bread by such.unluesomelike thumping and 
kicking**. 

Before suBset, they again reached W hs, 

when Edie, who was always in search of an- 
tiques, discovered a choice collection of old 
ballads, dream books, mole books, jest books, 
&c. &c. compiled, as is frequently done in 
the country, by purchasing, now and then, 
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from possing pedlars a peanywartti of Ummt 
verse or prose, and stitching it to their fbfcAMT 
stock, which often occasions most SBinsiiig 
combinations, saoh as ^'fieorge Buchanaii/' 
or ''Paddy from Cork'% lyinglike brothers with 
" TbeCloud o' Witnesses^'* and "Wise Willy 
and Witty Eppie/' in the arms of " Alexaader 
Peden/' The present pile was huge, see&ig it 
was 50 years since its foundation was laid, and 
sonie of its songs they considered scarce, 
among which, may be reckoned the foUoWing, 
entitled, 

THE WAESOME DEATH 0» CHRISTY FORD. 
TuKE— * Tmnkme:, 

It WBS nae Hjdlowday^ I trow. 

It was nae Beltan tide- 
But winter win's owre baoUQy blew. 

For feckless folk to bide. 

The lee-light that December gies 
Was lairing in the wast, 
^tVhan Christy wi* her bra claes. 
Was boun* to dree Ibe blast. 
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Waesoek ter tfigbt, oaife m aiglilv 

That* s fax frw haiAl or lH«ie ; 
But, O! WH«ime,'for'Aeniliuiftllit 

Ere term tlde^s luUy gme. 



An'iwpe wme mum in Oeadree ha* 
Whan Christsr toqk her ^Md ; 

An' sair the bpnwf babmes gvot. 
An' hecht her «ye to bide. 



She lotted them «Ke, she kitted ibem twice, 

Wi' he«rt o«rm ffkt to speak $ 
Bat heavy, iiewry, war the tears 

Cam rapphig^ ftae her dieek. 

Oat owve the Imifded bom 4w gat, 

Out owre the twoitrae slap-^ 
An' dowly wan Ae Hbo* the1>vomii. 

For steerless vnM her 8ta|>. 

Aye lightly my ye Uwp, tawideiis, 
Wha's hearts nae aenrows gm'-«- 

An' lighliyrligbily. »»y y« 1<»F 
Wha's wusts are jimp aa^ sma*. 

I coa'd nae ban the wfly thief 
Wha steals to fen' his need ; 
Nor yet woa'd I the wight that^s tnrangM, 

 

That stralks his wranger dead. 
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Bnt, Rab o' Bantoa, tiioa Incite 
A heavier ban than mSn^— 

An' gm we meet on yird^ that apoC 
ShaJl kep my Uood or tlune. 

Now dark and groaome grew the nif hc^ 
Aa 'twould be the dealb o' a'— 

Fur first their cam the ahnhy aleet. 
An' syne the drifting ana'. 

Sie'a wiigled owre Knookginon Moot 
OwrecooM wi' eanld aadcare ; 
. But when ahe gat to Oarikiiiiy 
Her legs they dow nwn mair. 

O ! had I foan* tbee» ChriAy, thfane> 
Whan yet thy lip waa red--* 

Afore the laat o' mony a tear 
Waa froien on thy e'elid. 

Afore the low an' heavy moan 
That looted thy aool for heaven, 

I'd gripped thee to my breaat bane, . 
An' a' that's by forgiven. 

The ana' waa now her bed sae white, 
The drift soun was her aheet. 

The wild win* song her laat bain' 
An' soun', aonn' waa h«er deep. 
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Tlie BMiniiBifp ndae on bvnks an' bnea. 

On fields an' forestifidr; 
It wauken'd bovdiet fine the hofoflk 

An' oatlen frae Aeir jnr;, 
Bift ihe that lies in Garikmpy 

Nae mom-will waaken mair. 

There's an' auld wife wins by Oirran aide 

Was a mither ere yestreen/ 
Now waesuck she mann baimless die, 

AMio' she die or e'en. 

For villaias tfiere's a gallDwa tree 

Wha kin by gasb or stab. 
But wharfore does it faik tlie dog 

Wha kills like Bamton's Rab ? 



The hour had now arrived when their wor- 
thy and Tenerable entertainer proceeded, as 
was ^ia wont, to finish and wind up the du- 
ties of the day, after the fashion so feelingly 
described in the << Cottar's Saturday Night*' 
— ^Any one who has witnessed, in the true 
spirit of grateful holiness, ^'the Priest-like fa- 
ther read the sacred page'% must have, with 
the immortal bard exclaimed — 






< ConHNg'AwMbtlMi, Initpi 


mK-mm^mfA 


In all the pomp of gsiliai 


KmAciUt^ 


When men di8|iii|R«D md^ 


tntimBiMfy 




UgpLf^kemMr* 



Pompous displaji^ —A id hi odl coapositioo, 
may assist in keeping us awake in our Sunday 
seats ; the eye inay be pl'eased with the orator, 
and the ear with the oration ;, still, our immor- 
tal part is left untouched,, to comoMftue at will 

A 

with the earth. But it is not so when true 
heart-bred piety bend^ beftre hi» Maker, and, 
in the upolished language of his fiitbers, pours 
out his gratitude and praise. He euqploys no 
earthly trickery to catch the ear of the crea- 
ture, as he seems to be aware of no presence 
but the Creartor, aad, should ' iibe piott» wor- 
Aipper, be heavy with years, leoHinfg as ill 
were, orer- Hbe awftit e^e of ^tsniity, the 
pouring forMi of Ms sou) soens, Kko- Ae oi^ 
gmngs of Noah's doT«^ in- seaveh- of » place, 
whereto worn awl weary spirity toqi^ at^ fa^t- 
repose- in» peace. 

This evening devotion,. iodspeadKBi ot ils 
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etorniil utilily) appeased to our pilgriins as an 
admrablepArtitioa betwixt the day and night; 
the qmety solemn thonglits, which it is cakn*' 
luted tOi prodttce^ hemg a far better and sorer 
fnoraistee for a soimd and dreamless sleep, 
than when the anxious thoogbts, or noisy mer« 
riment of the day follow us up to our pillow. 
«^Tbis idea, was no doubt suggested by the 
profound sleeps with whioh our pilgrims sepa-i- 
raMd the second, Stwsk the third day of thmr 
jQurney. 

The ensuing day being Sunday, on? jhI- 
gftQl9, from the absenoe of that common 
bustlew wbL^b distinguishea a country life, were 
al^^ed to $leep deeper into the day than 
thsy intraded. Ii^deed, in all well-regulated 
fKiniUea of the West, those labours, or duties 
(^ a noisy nature, are either executed on Sa- 
turday night, or reprieved until Monday, that, 
9^ no rudestfoke was he^d at the building of the 
iMHifte of the Lord, none mc^y disturb the so- 
Jeiwr<ftose of hb sabbath. The kitdieD, in par- 
tieiAur, uadn q pees a complete change ; instead 



48 A PIlJGRIBffAOE TO 

otl}e\ng filled, as on other di^ys, with all sort 
of sounds, from the chirp of the infant chick, 
up to the boom of the big wheel, you hear only 
the clatter of your shoe on the sand^ floor ; 
the hum of flies, or the busz of a captiye 
irasp upon the window. 

t 

Without, all undergoes a corresponding 
change, ^^ the mattock and. the hoes'^ rdsl 
by either side of the door ;. the plough- slicks 
up to the shoulders in the furrow, and the ciurt 
stands in the court with its shafts rcTerenti- 
ally pointed to heaTcn. E^en the lower ani- 
mals, seem, in some degree, tempered to the 
day ; the old watch dog, having no Tisitors to 
announce, no beggars to bark at, lays aside not 
a mtle of his.every.day din, while pussy, pur* 
riikg unmolested by the fire, seems, for a tinae,. 
to haTc forgot her week day wickedness; 
The ^^ feathered throng", from tiie remoYal 
of those rural sounds, that generally mingle 
with their notes, appear to have a sabbath song ; 
the cock crows in a more solemn key, and even 
the hen, as she tells on the dunghill what she 
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has done in the loft, seems to have a SdAday 
caokle. 

. Then may be seen^the labouring man ; his 
step slow and broken, with bis brawney h^uids 
folded up and reposing in his pockets^ as he 

*' Walketh forth to Tiew the corn. 
An* Bniiff the caUer air." 

He hath sold the strength of his arm^ and the 
sweat of his brow, during six days, but on 
this, he hath no tasker but his own taste ^ no 
master but his Maker: he washes away the soil 
of the hireling, and puts on, with his Sunday 
coat, a look of reverence and independence. . 






After breakfast, our pilgrims soon eonyiiiccfd 
themseltes, that the low monotonous sounds 
that preyailed within, keeping up a lulling 
tattoo upon the drum of the ear, wei^e likely 
soon to lay them asleep; to avoid wluch,.they 
stept out into the fresh fields, and in a Uttle, 

settiied themselves on a triiady spot by the river 

side, that commanded the view of a kirk gate. 

: John, however, whose thoughts when let loose, 

E 
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l^e the carrier pigemi, w^c^e always flying 
back to the lady of his love, crept away firora 
the rest into a more retired nook, eyidently 
iHg wMi sosaething* that straggled for utter- 
ance. He had not long absented himself, 
when the Ohurch path began to take on its 
load : — ^firsA came the aged and infirm, obliged 
to take the road earliest, as stiffness and corns 
obliged them to be longest upon it ; then fol- 
lowed in little bands, the sober, carefiil looking 
iftunily man, with his wife and children, and 
lastly came the young men and maidens, light 
^ step, and light of heart, little thinking 
that as they were fast gaining ground on their 
elders, they were likewise fast making up to 
their cares and their corns. 

Few men w^o have passed, or are passings 
ibe green years of courtship, need be told that 
p, fttir creature in a grove, her gentle ankle 
toying with the wood flower, and her fair arms 
with the tender spray, is an objeel, superior 
beyond a,ll reekoning, to the smart gaa^ 
Xbimg tiiat wantonly dances over the flags, and 
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glHtera agiiBtt painted miUs ; to the one, the 
band And heart are tasked at a salute, and how 
do ye do i while to the other, the bosom opens 
like a chureh door, and the arms spread abroad 
like the boughs of a wall tree« To our pil^ 
grims thei^efore, who had both been extensile 
practitioners of woodland courtship, the femi- 
nine part of this last gi^oup, as they fluttered 
their white muslin and ribbons down the wind- 
ing lane;p against the deep green foliage, were 
particularly interesting, and as they disap- 
peared amidst the trees and bushes, at its 
liifther esrtremity, they shook themSelYes up 
with a sigh, as one does on the Tanishinff of a 
pleasant dream. 

<< Can you tell me Mr. Lang '' said Edie, 
as the procession closed, who had observed 
that tho' most of the lassies ^ were in the 
fashion shining,' yet monstrous ! 

* Thdr oQits irere kilted wlikh did pbiSiily shaw, 
Thim itnught bare legs, that whiter w&te tfam foaw.'' 

*^ can you tell me the meaning of this strange 
nakedness on the land?'' the Linker held it 

b2 



52 TBS LAND^ OF BVR1I6. 

to be merely a piece of rural economy, obtain- 
ing most in the west of Scotland on aoeount of 
frequent rains rendering the paths oftener bad ; 
and it being also^ as a matter of health, better 
to haYe. the £eet dry /when, in church than 
oomfortable when. coming, as he declared they. 
hddalwHtys shoes and stockings in their pos- 
session, carried generally in th^ ir li^s, but 
U9ed like their bibles^ only when engaged in 
worship. Edie, howeyer, on the contrary, 
thought he peroeiyed a vestige of popery in it, 
as viking barefooted in catholic countries, on 
flility roads, is a yery common mode of doing 
penance, and conse<}uently deemed it a relic of 
the ^^ great whore** that had skulked amongst 
them since the Reformation. 

'While they were thus attempting to hunt 
down this barefooted custom by conjectures — 
loitering carelessly amongst the flower-bearing 
herbs, qnd enjoying the cool river breeze, that 
came wandering through the bushes to their 
bower, — ^John re-appeared with 

* Fire in his eye, and paper in his hand.' 
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*^ In the name o! the nine*' cried Edie, 
^< what sort of a braiii-web is this you have 
been We^^ftg; is*t a sonnet t6 ^ bumbee, or a 
monody to a dead mushroom ?" >< No EkKe'**be 
repliedy^^it neither touches upon insect nor 
f^ngus^ so should not affect either you or your 
brother; its nothing less than a pretty half- 
yard o- tenderness to ixiy darling in Duneddin.'-' 
^' Truly its a pleasant joke^' said the Linker, 
^^ to hear one^speak o' a particular darling 
who measures out bales o* love to every thing 
he meets under forty years of age, and a 
bonnet. Your love letters Jock, should be 
like state letters, — printed circulars." 

** What a blat^k interpretation to put upon 
my fair general loving kindness for nature's 
< noblest works ;' why lads, ye seem not to 
understand tbat.a right built heart ought to be 
like a, stately mansion, where, though it be 
under tack to one particular tenant, is still 
roomy enough to take in a stranger now and 
then, aye, and entertain them nobly too, with- 
out at all infringing on the lease of the legal 

e3 
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occupier. O eoofouad your sna' (Borimped 
butt and ben hearts tibat barely ba'e accom- 
modation for one lodger ; giye me the man 
whose door, and whose heart stands ever op^n 
to honest men an^ bonny lassies : for in the 
words of the gallant Sterne, I declare sternly, 
^ that he who hath not a love for the whole sex^ 
cannot have it for one.' But listen, and be 
converted; — 

Here wliUe tbe ither twa an lydar 
Ahinty a buM» and ident spying 
The kintra bodies kirkward hyeiog 

To liirm or pew, 
I wi' my bead and ban' am trying 

A Terse to yen. 

An* tbo' the Irvine by me flows, 

A stream, weel Vk'd, ye' may sappose ; 

An' tho' my e'en, an* lug, an' nose. 

Are ftasted fine. 
Still backward to auld Reekie goes 

The roTin mln'. 

In truth, we're queer, inconstant craft,-— 
Whjdes haid'ned when we soa'd be salt — 
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Wbykt dowie whea we mniM be dftft» ^ 

AgeiiuA the grain; 
An* wlian we Inck for pleasure aft 

We liie^ iff paM. 

But Jeamde, laai^ rmaun atoit. 
Up to this date that here I sit, 
/We're met wi* nought but pleasure jet* 

The very best; 
An' faith we're e'en a canty kit 

As ere draite west. 

Slee, wUy Edie^ an' the ither - • 
That creature like a greyhun's brither— 
Hae been sae wud, my honest mither 

Thought they'd the T^rours^ 
An* wiser folk had ta*en a swither— 

To seen their oaperib 

As fpr mysel— but that's a theme 

Fd ablins better let alane— 

Faith I've been nether ' lag nor lame* 

To play a stick ; 
Aitho' in naething had the name 

O' blackguard trick. 

It alien ieemS to me surprising, 
(Yellferly at my moriiIiziiig») 
Thai ^iels wi' right afore them rismg 

As plain as parritcli- 

£4 
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Wm Uiteii to the deil's adWsiag 

An' scorn their carritch* 

« 

A lad n^ay gU; an ai»traa sten', 

Ayont the pradent worea o' men ; 

Bat when he maka nuachief hia en* ' 

Wi' spirit willin- 
lU then the thongfatleas fool ye ken 

Frae settled yillain. 

Some folk are high an* low by fits— 
An' some are mean to fill their guts— 

• • mm -^ 

But gif a deed o' mine e'er pits 

Rogue to my name ; 

Say, then, the Jingler's tint his wits. 

His reason's gane. 

Now, Jean, I wou'd na think it queer 

Gif ye soud ax yoursel just here, 

*? Wli»t;'9 set the Jingler thus to clear 

" His gaits to me ; 
** As I had ony right to speer 

" What they may be ?*• 

The truth is, Jeannie, hiss, I fin'. 
That in this wicke4 wiprl' there's ane, 
That if she lays nae wilfii' sin 

Upon my^backj^ 
I dinna gie a. puddin' pin 

How itiiers crack. 
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fiat fioeweel, lass; for fidih ^be nm 
Ayont th^ ci^ap o' HeaTvn has nm, 
An's westFan) hitching to the grui^^ 

Sae we maun in ; 
Wi' spoon an' plate-right belly fimr- 

To stent our skin. 

Anoe mair fairweel^ and min* this Jean-r 
Ten ilka kin* enquiring frien*. 
That in this Ian* o' pastures green 

An* flower an' flud— 
Oar feeding like our fun has been 

Baith great an* gude^ 

An' £ire ye weel again. Like twa 
Are sweert to part, but maun awa*— 
I turn to say, that like a wa* 

Or as a rock— 
Ye hae a frien*— aye worth them a'-? 

In Jinglin' Jodc, 



Having dined, the inmates of the house, 
and by their example, our pilgrims dispersed 
themselTes about the apartment, each with 
there bible, or '^ gude buik,'* to study apart, 
until, in the face of conyiction, inclination, 
and conscience^ the majority of the party read 
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themselves asleep. The heaviest, dullest part 
of a long sunny sammer day is, without doubt, 
the afternoon ; the very birds then take a sort 
of refreshini^ drowse to prepare them for the 
exertions of the evening ; the delicate flowers 
— even the hardy " Mountain Daisy'^ — ^looks 
languishing to the west for the dewy breeze of 
eve. The JingW, who occupied a snug birth 
within '^ rax o' the ingle lug,*' was among 
the first to '^ steek" his book and eye. His 
vicinity to the simmering of the tea-kettle 
certainly considerably assisted the author in 
gaining this victory over the spirit. He had, 
however, commenced when awake, a sonnet 
to the tea-kettle, which he continued to prose- 
cute when in the ^' dead thraw," between 
sleeping and waking, even some of it he 
thinks was composed when '^ clean awa\** 
Indeed, it bears internal evidence of this, for 
to say the least of it, it is a very sleepy piece. 

LINES TO A TEA KETTLE. 

! Tho* to me it 11 a feast^ 

Whan the moniiag ksvtt the cattA 
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To hear ilk meny ihvlg 

That can wh]iftle» ohuip^-or mnf ,*- 

Be its belly ^Ni tiie finds V : 

Be its seat upon the 'wuds— 

Or its wing amug the cluds— 

Cry out wi' a' its might. 

A welcoitae to the light. 

Yet on drowsy afternoon 
There is naething like the croon 
Or CDxioanrrin o' the kettlfi~ 
Be it tin or capper metal- 
When wi' glancin* baa* ajsd pow 
It idts dockin o'er t|to low~ 
Oh I the goudspink on the timmtr 

naething to thy simmer. \. :7 

The yery sweetest strain 
Aften speaks o' days are gane— 
Sae whatever bless it brag, i 

In the hiney there's a jag^ 
But thee— thy saddest hum 
Still talks o' joys to come— 
And thy wildest minstrelsy 
Cries for butter^ toast^ and tea. 
Thour't^n instrument, I wot. 
Without ae gloomy note. \ 

I declare, as I'm a sinner. 
Its ft cordial after dinner, 
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On an easy chair to sit, 
Wi' the fender 'neth your fit. 
While in the deafening ear 
Thy drowsy hum we hear- 
TQl it steals us dean awa' 
Like a habie's hnshiba-- ' 
Syne we're aff^ la ^nsions sweet. 
To whar flowers lie in the weet 
Or Beltan lammies bleat. 

Then to wauken flrae onr dream 
As the sugar or the cream 
Flays plout into the cup— 
Hech, how happy we luck up 
To the smirkin Mens lean o*er us 
An' the food that reeks afore us. 
O, by Jingo ! its exceeding- 
Its the Paradise o' fef <$n|p, 

In fetching a walk at the dew-fall of the 
day, our trio fell in with a fine canny cracky 
body. He had been born in the neighbour- 
hood ; bred a weaver , had listed ; fought 
through the late war, and was again returned 
to his native water-side and weaving. With 
somewhat of a philosophical eye, he had 
marked the change that war, and the increase 
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of manufactures^ had wrought upon his natiTe 
shire ; as the high price of corn^ and the large 
bounties oflfered for recruits, had changed both 
the green mantle of the fields, and the grey 
jackets of its cultivators to red ; and now, 
though the land was again putting on its green, 
and the hynd his grey, it was not with equal 
bmefit to both ; the former had lost a quantity 
of its broom and briars, which was ^^ gaining 
a loss," the latter had lost his rude gait and 
rough honesty— ^ loss ill supplied by the polish 
of a guard room* 

The old veteran they foufid Was quite a 
depot of anecdote, civil and military ; but his 
*prenticeship recollections, as they lay in the 
warmest corner of his heart, and lay to boot, 
upon the sacred land of. Burns, , had, to our 
pilgrims a very superior interest. His memory 
stretched back into those good trusty old times, 
when borrowings and ^ lendings .were unat* 
tended with the formality of bond or obligation ; 
when an 'auld Gudeman^ would cry, on a 
piiich, ovei' the bum to his neighbour, for a 
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'ckiat o' filler,* and on the uwUBt it was keaved 
acTMS, stowed in astodung foot. A difumti , 
hm told then, ooee arose betwixt two sock, as 
to the oatsnt of the sam lent ; die boirower^ 
tbottght be had got fifty gvineas, whilr tile 
lender was dead certain it could only be forty, 
beeanse be * bad Ihera lying bye in a bit sma*^ 
boggie, that only could tie tightly owre twm 
•come/ In strong contrast widi this aneient 
honesty, and unlmited trust, he stated that a 
modern drover being met hitely, on his way ta 
a court of justice, was asked by an: aeqoaint- 
ance, * whar' he was gaun V ** Vm on a braw 
errand the day,'' said he, " I'm gam towifl a 
pleaf" *^ win a plea!'^ said the other, ^^how 
do ye ken that ?" '' O, liiat's easy kent," ke 
replied, with a knowing wink ; <^ die case is 
referred to my oath !" 

It was late ere: onr pilgrims could peraoado 
themselves, to part with this amusing old jaao^ 
and, as they intended: being ^^ early at the 
gate" next morning, were excused, by partieu* 
lar dispensotioB, fk'om attending upon the 
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« bulks ;" do, taking farewell of their hospi- 
table entertainers, and making a few arrange- 
ments for the morrow, they hurried to bed, 
and were all, in a twinkling, as " sounds bats at 
Yule." 

As they had planned — ^like men in the im- 
portant beat of a mission — our pilgrims took 
Monday at such an eictremity, that the villages 
of Newmills and Galston were passed ere the 
smoke was visible from a ^ lum head," and 
they drove at a fine *^ bftn canter^ down into 
Kyle Stewart, as thci **herd callan" was 
going whistling forth with his charge to those 
deep green pastures, from whence is extracted, 
by thehandsomest, of all horned cattle, the Kyle 
cow^ that cheese which, under the designation 
of ^^ Danlop," has so many lov^s in the 
land. We intended spending a few words in 
prose upon it, but the Jingler has anticipated 
us in his 
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CROON TO A KYi.E COW. 
My bonny hroduit ledily> 
I can MetiiftI Kyl»'liM bre# yat^ » 
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tH' your gnawy Ace an' fit— 
An* your riggin' like a nit. 
I can guew, eren by your fleck. 
Or yonr genty noae and neck- 
In fact, yonr very tul 
Declares ye seldom fail 
1*0 sen' hame a reaming bowie, 
Huiee times a day, my colritf. 

Thy bulk is no uncouth. 
Like the monsters o' the south ^ 
iior hae ye ony trace, 
O* thathairf Hieland race, 
Tliat comes south frae hiUli an' bogS/ 
Like drores o' homed dogs- 
No, thou'rt the queen o' bruteS" 
lliat moreth upon cloot^. 



I protest there's no a man 
in the borders o' this Ian'— 
Kor a beast if ye had aff 
The bonny sucking calf— 
That delights so much as I 
In what is ta'en frae kye ; 
For here let it be tauld, 
Tliat be't warm, or.be't cauld— 
Bet creamt or be't kimed— 
Be^ lappert or be't yearned— 
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BeH soar in crock or pig" 
Or be*t crap wbey or wfng^ 
Be itblinkit^be it bibk^- 
It's aye wekome to Jock. 

Bat whaii) as fiit as gvease. 
It comes forth in name o* cheese 
As rich an' yeUow*8 brimstone^ 
An* as big*8my father's gnmstone— ' 
What e*e is no taen captive? 
What Jaw is then inactiye? 
When the godewife crys *'&* on!'^ 
To the wally whangs an' scone. 

When a giide chiel or twa 
Tsks a soour o* Usquebah, 
Gif about the hour o* ten 
Hiebrowster wife brings ben 
A stow o* cheese, made nice 
Wt* a stonring o' the s^ce 
Ftae the ing^e^ hX an' fryin*. 
An' on cakes sae crampy lyin'-' 
Gif the iads be in a plight 
To ken the day firiae night— 
Its an nniea pleasant sight 

O ! to see on simmer morn-^ 
Whan the craik's amang the com 
An' the gowan'S'nuing the gnuM-^ 
A sonsy kidtra tess 



06 ^ A £It.0EIM4OB TO 

Rin seuddin* tbro* the dew;^ ; 
An' ooiir down nae^ her Caw 
Syne in canty 8Mg an' gka 
Stroan tbo leglan to ^e-^'^- 
Sic a aiglit has gait me switber 
Atweentbetwieanftiticf^-^ "'- " 
That i»-her lip lae iwoet. 
An' the nift atwees her A«et 

9 

Having gained an (eminence on the left bank 
of that valley in which the Irvine' ^ows, our 
Pilgrims found spread h^for^ ^em> ^11 within 
eye reach — 

«  'That place o* Scotland's ide, 

lliat bean the name o^ anld tCin^'Cotl ;'^ 

which contains almost tl^e whole ^(irthly ma- 
terials of the '^ vi9^o|i'\ Before them *^ low, 
in a sandy valley/* sate the ^^ Ancient Burgh*' 
by the edge of the Mue frith; btiiMing slowly 
into the quiet air its morning smoke ; .a little 
to the left the <^ hermit Ayr staw thro* his 
woods** beyond whichj the wQody tract of 
^^ Bonny Doon*^ was seen, hemming Brown 
Camck bill with green ; while h^re and there 
Castle Steading aj^d Cote glisten^ amongst 
the trees like ^ gowans *niang the grass.* Sum- 
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mer that morn seemed to have done her ut- 
most for the scene, heayen and earth mingled 
beautifully their green and gold, and the 
drowsy breeze loitered on the land, as if afraid 
to disturb their union } the fields on every hand 
spread forth their blossoms to dry ; the broom 
shook out its gilt tassels^ and. the gallant 
brier, bridegroom like, mounted its blushing 
cockslde. Birds quired it loudly in the brake, 
while their merry leader, the lark. ^^ in pride 
of song," buried himself in the, blue of heayen. 
When they came to a halt, by the mere arrest of 
sense and soul, Jbfin, Who had been ill trkih- 
ing for this fair show^ drawing ofl[ his Wnnet, 
and stretching out his han4 t|owards ' Auld 
Canty Kyle,' exclaimed — 

Huzza ! to the land^of ow iBiB8trer8l>lttb, - 

The gnen field! that waVd in liW eye. 
The echoa that nng to his iMie^ 4^. Ui mMi^ 

And the momitains tliat bounded lus Bky, 

It sj^readitf on the jBeaae Vke a liride'a tsmoiug ixema, 
^ Tib the mantle that CoHa wore^, 
Bedropp'd with the forest^ enstriped with the stream. 
And fringe with the fret of the shore. 

f2 
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Yet had winter been here with his heariett righ. 

Had the sea rolled his heayieat wave^ 
And the stem of tiiat flower wluch now gladdena the tje. 

Stood a monmnent over its grave ; 

It had itin been tiie land of onr heart, the sweet qpot 

That stands in onr fiuicy the first ; 
And symboled more tmly the desolate lot 

Of the Ol-liltod qpirit it mnBed. 

Ye sweet birds of siunnier that ring from tiie brakes j 

Ye larks that the blue vanlting skim, 
Howtiie boond of the hesrt to your melody wakes ; 

Twas your Sires that gave raptaie to him. 

What spirits hare warm'd at his melody^ oft 

To be quench'd in the chill of the world ! 
Or, hoisted a banner of manhood aloft 

That neoesrity's mandate has fnrFd. 

But here let us tow, that whatever may come. 

However oar fcnrtanes be starr'd, 
Onr preoepts shall be, those have hallowed thee, 

Fnr Land of the Patriot and Baid ! 

No worldly-Wiseman could believe in the 
quantity of spirit that rose from the gig on 
this occasion. The pleasure and delight re- 
ceived from poetry does not always correspond 
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trith its excellence ; but when the bosom is 
farmed, and the faggots of the feelings, as it 
were^ all heaped together, it is a poor piece 
indeed that cannot light the pile. 

In the village of Monk^on they halted to 
" corn their naig," at a neat looking inn, em- 
bellished with the effigies of the gallant 
Black Bull. On summoning the house, a 
bonny Ayrshire lassie appeared, i;?hom they 
discoYcred to be the landlorcl-s daughter, and 
named Bessy Ballanteen. She was clad in 
the maidenly habit of her country — short gown 
and coat ; which, even elegantly became a tall 
shapely figure ; such as a hot fancy may raise, 
but that seldom appears ^^ in animated dust ;*' 
more especially to the ringing of an ale-house 
bell. Her face was a sweet one. And none 
might look upon it — saving, perhaps, a few of 
those natural eunuchs called batchelors — 
without wishing blessings on her ^^ bonny blue 
c'e** and a long summer to the red rose that 
bloomed beneath it. John, who had convinced 
himself that although her eye glistened sweetly 

f3 
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y^ih the soft blae of J^IiDg, it likewise^ qm*' 
twined a' pretty i|park of roguish wit ; begaii^ 
on her re-appeimng with a beverage they had 
bespoke, to recgn^aead his long friead tp her, 
as a suitor, announcing him as one whose 
heairt had been hurt with a jilt. She replied^ 
with a merry readiness, th^t tho* she would 
gladly put a sa' to any poor bodie's sair i yet,- 
matters were not come to that pass with h^, 
that she needed to take another lassie's leavings. 
Edie was then recommended as a brent new 
body, hal^ in lith and limb, wi' a heart as 
sounds a bell, saving the crack that she had 
given it. — " But what's wrang wi' yoursd/' 
said she, looking arch, ^^ that ye're sae fond to 
hae your frien's fit in a tether^ an' your aia 
out — O may be ye're saird and set by ?'' He 
was as free to the full as the rest of his friends 

9 

hp said, apd it was nothing but downright 
modesty that kept him from b^ing the first 
offerer. " Na, na," she replied, " that tale 
UU no tell 'y — ^for the lad that can ofier his lass 
io his frien' may mak a big brag o' his frien'- 
ship, but for Gudesake let him never speak o' 
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&is Ic^e." ** Wfeef, niy bbhny Bessy," tie re- 
joinedy ^^ {ho* ye fi^tly my love, ye*n may be 
iak twa* Words o* ^y advicie, just as akin* o^ 
keepsake ?'' << tt^i* a' my h^arf, and be thauifu' 
to the mende, btit let it be dhorl, for laiig 
Councils Bite lik^ Gamerbttfan sermons, no 
easily minded." <^ O, as for that," said he, 
^' ye may sewH in your sampler^ It's a bit o' 
an auld sang, but I hae forgotten the tune — 



Dkutt tftk a fot man. 

For hfe's a lazy loon ; 
Dinaa tak a lean man. 

For he's soon broken doun ; 
'fiiiia gu^e half an' half man, 
' Just neither young nor auld, 
O that*8'the ntan to comfort ye, f 

An' keep ye frae the cauld. > 



< « 



An* Bessy," he continued, ^^ be gude to the 
honest wciinato's sc^ whase blessed bosom ye 
mak your nest in, for gif ye dinna live in har- 
mony, whan under the unslipping bauns o* 
matrimony, it war better for ye that your bridal 
hap war a mortclaith, an* the coverlit o* your 
bed sax fit thick." Mony bra* thanks to ye, 

f4 
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ReTerend Sir/' said the girl, laughing, '< I 
didna ken wha I was talkin' wi' — ^but gif I 
kent whar ye're to preach niest Sunday, I 
wouM hear ye, though it sou'd cost me aught 
miles tramp an' a bawbee to the biroad, espe- 
cially sou'd ye tak for your text, ^ Be not 
unequally yoked,' ha ! ha !" 

B^ this time the gig stood at the door. 
'^ Son of the West," said Edie to John, as 
they stept into it, ^^ the charms •' that fair 

maid o' Monkton ought to be sung." 

** And they shall be sung," said he in a great 
lieat, before I feed, though I should fast 'till 
Friday." Ere they reached Auld Ayr, whom 
ne'er a town surpasses, he redeemed his right 
to breakfast, by prodi|cing 

BONNY BESSY BAUJ^NTEEN. 
Aim.— ^* Chreen growt the Xoiket o." 

Oif ye're alad that langg to see 

The £eiire8t hee that e*er was aeen, 
Gae down to Kyle-it*8 worth your whfle. 

An' apeer for Bcfsy BaUaateen. 



4 
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CBOBUS. 

Bonny Bewy BaUanteen, 
Bonny Bessy Ballanteen, 
Mony a bonny laas Fve seen, 
But nane like Bessy BaUanteen. 

Ahho' yoor lassie liae nae fiuit, 
Alllio'yoa'ye sworn her Beanty^s Qsuemi, 

ni wad a piack, ye change your crsflky 
Gif ye saw Bessy BaUanteen. 

Bonny Bessy, &c. 

Mony hearts for you 'iU ipreen. 

My bonny Besay BaUanteen. 

Yet gif ye're tethered to' a stake- 

Otf ye'rc a married man I mean. 
For fear ye*d ne yoor marriage vow. 

Beware o' Bessy BaUanteen. 

Bonny Beaqr^ dec. 

Yoor wedded lore's no woith a preen. 

If ye sanr Bessy BaUanteen. 

Bat gif ye're free as man may be, 

A canty Krlde, swank an' dean, 
Oae try yoor faisk, my hearty buck. 

The priae i^ Bessy BaUanteen. 
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Boimy Beiqr BaUittteeii^ 
Boony Beny Ballantoeiiy 
He is in lieaven wfaa is at e'en 
Wi' bonny Bessy Ballanteen. 

As ihe ^* dreary dungeon ctock*^ was chi- 
ming nine, they entered the town of Ayr — ^and 
dreary, we doubt not,, it hath often sounded 
to those podv wvetcha^ that ham- Ibeeil^ doomed 
to shiver in its blaek ddlaraLgd! ; y^t^ io our pil- 
grims, it rang like a greeting peal, while the 
measured quantum of its' strokes raised up 
pleasant bread and butter scenes — ^prospects 
that twenty miles riding had sufficiently en- 
deared. It was tiieir hap to light i^ an ex- 
cellent inn, about half way iiq;> the High street, 
kept by Mr. M^ulldch, aUd they feel it < writ 
down in their duty' to recommend all future 
wanderers in ti&e West to search it out, as 
they would flaarch for happiness, though with 
them it conunenced rather equivocally; for, 
on reaching the breakfast room, John, who 
had caught the bar maid's name in passing the 
kitchen, with the familiar swing of an old ac- 
quaintance, turned upon her with- ^' dear me. 
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P«ggy^ bu'ft %" m! ye? I. dace say I hae not 
^^eo, yei tbi& foctyt ]WWi" F^SSy? ^1^<^ ^^ ^^^ 
tter opoi^ the oat«*pp9U o£ maidenhood, and^ 
qonseqiieiitty, ooi y&^ if ell pleased with the 
i^Uiged date o£ theic former aoqwEmtaoee, 
replied tartly, '^ thea gif ye hae nae aeen me 
this forty year, ye never saw me." John saw 
he had touched on a sore, so drawing off, and 
directing his }Qism to. a more invulnerable 
%uarter, they soon bagai^ hantering as friendly 
eft if their acquainianee ha4 really been of the 
swyosed standing. 

. Having breakifa/sitQd, aad 'repaired their tra- 
velling appearan^e«a Uttle,. they proceeded te 
rnune over the ; immertal maaoui work*, of the 
Burgh, and gaae on the habits of Us iiriiaiMr 
tants: — pleasant pastimes both. To those, 
indeed, who have had their spirits deeply re- 
freshed at tiie pure founts of nature, the 
active^ muddy, ncase and bustie, of their felf 
lows,, is^ for a time, an amusing. .spectacle; 
andy it is not till we have mingled in the mass^ 
and'tbe spirit grown society sick, that we be- 
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gin again to thirst for those renoTating springs. 
Ayr, toOy is a neat, fair, little town ; not one of 
those fliick set podges of man and matter, in 
which one feels buried like a leaf in a forest ; 
bnt a diistinct clump that eye and mind can 
take up at once and inspect without con- 
fusion. 

The first object that interested oiir pilgrims 
wai3 ^ Wallace Tower,* — ^that smoky old vetran 
who, soldier like, purchased celebrity by 
swearing* — It is certainly a most question- 
able display of the art masonic ; and the 
artist seems, more than once, in its erection, to 
haTC been in a ^ queer swither,* the bottom 
being pure bam work, the middle dove cote, 
and the top steeple, presenting in ioio, some- 
what the appearance of a willow grafted on a 
squat thorn. ' The Auld Brig* next stood be- 
fore them, striding sulkily < above the broo ;* 
frowning so sternly at the gaudy upstart 
below, that the very waters change colour as 
they pass on to their new friend, who ienllvens 
them with his white checjc, and throws down 
all his ^ vitls and whirligigums* on their 
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breast : then came the '^ Ratton Key/* . » 
landing place, a little below the ' New Brig/ 
for wherries, skiffis, and fishing boats, and be- 
ing a depository for fish offiil, and other orts 
of the town, rats fining there a decent liYe<* 
lihood, and good lodging in the embankment, 
haye procreated to a famous extent. 

After circumventing, intersecting, and re- 
intersecting the town — ^after feasting their eyes 
witii the ancient Fort, the << Barns o' Ayr,** 
and the house that Wallace was thrown from, 
they finished 'tiieir town tour by calling upon a 
fair female friend of the linkers. She had 
assisted largely, in sweetening his childish 
days, on the banks of the Ginran, and, con- 
sequently, with her name, and girlish look, 
many pleasant feelings were associated. Ten 
years, however, had wrought changes upon 
both, JiQd although, when our hearts are al- 
loifed to continue on in their natural growth, 
we still show, at whatever after period, the 
same with enlar^^ements. Yet Fashion, that 
vile Forrester, often prunes^ cuts, and twists. 
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0ur most prominent aHioots and gmfUi ne'uf, 
80 that ahhongh the trunk may be the same, 
Hie frait is not. The uninterested [Algrims en- 
joyed this meeting much, and it was eren pre- 
tended that a few fines were found in his pos- 
session timtefveniDg, to the foHowin^ t&fHsL 

THE UNKSR'S LINES ON BfEETINQ A FAIR 

FRIEND. 

I fell ye, J^anby btdoodiigr tiar, 
'Mng the bourodts 4/ Aaxgeny, 
Vve loiiQ.' y9qaiht bsaiks a' Ayr, 
But flair ye*re altered, Jeaaie. 

I left fa Vnng diefroods ate green, 
la fiutio weed befitta*- 
Vye foun' ye bpakU like a queen. 
In painted chamera aitdn*. 

I left ye like tibe-waaloQ lamb. 
That plays 'mang Hadyartfs heatber- 
Fve foun' ye now a aober dame, 
A wife an' eke a mither. 

Ye're fidrer, statelier, I can aee, 
Ye're idaer, nae doubt, Jeanie, 
But O, I*d rather met wi^ thee 
'Mng the green bowefs o' Bai^eny. 
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Ib e»ii0e4u«iioe qf a pertioii of dmr poeli^' 
cal aee^di iviz.'^Trthat » fragmeali of rb]^ne 
£fmil4 WfWk 4ie bapks <if • 4h^ Ay:r or I>o0iti 
infis fia sftfaeied aad mlii^bkc to the sooft icf 
songi AS jft.fmgoiwt of Mulpture foftnd'iMM 
the fisher <Nr Nite^' 19 to the ootmrnseilri^ m 
stoB0ir9fixr why? 0009* pirar to O^ date* off 
Biini9 they esteeided as thafucl or food; iha* 
fbd his mi^ty miiid-«*<f7l4U posterior pri»4>0* 
tioBs w^ffo iaterestia^^ as having their spWl 
(if Mny) mfiif ed into, them hy thai immettd 
foaovator of SoottifikBOBg* 



.In piurauaaceof this belief, fer& went 
wander^ a aoa^ hating. Bdie, mimhf tt»* 
like hb prototype, heading the paofe; with-Ua 
f ^ cpooket hook and keelynne pen'* dravm, aoA 

ready for action. 

< 

In the TQnnal, orilane, in whiefa the tu)o* 
tious .< Souter Jonny' ottee lived, and ^ taaM 
his queresi stories,' and from whence, the 
world knows, he was only recently remoYod, 
they found, burrowed in'dark huts, an exten* 
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MTe warren of old women, who had settled 
down, around the Souter, from mere sympa- 
thy and family feeling. It is, of a truth, into 
lanes, and eotes, and into the eentre of rags, 
that the literature and feelings of our fathers 
have been stowed like rubbish, and he who 
would regather them,: must bear with the husk,: 
to eome at the kernel. The following are 
samples of what they pieked, from this rich 
nest of the muse of Coila. The first, a mo^ 
dem Scotch composition, is supposed by some 
to refer to Burn's unfortunate amour with 
his dear Highland Mary. ^ The second speaks 
pure English, though of Scotch birth and 
parentage, and is merely interesting on ac- 
count of its independence in woomg^— one of 
Bum's most prominent characteristics both as a 
loTer and a man. The last is evidently the 
mere head and feet of an old ballad — should the 
body be afterwards found, it will be given, 
that a union of members may be effected. 



THE tAKD 0!r BtJRNl^. 81 



MARY, A SANG. 

R's dowie in 0ie hint o' hdnt 

At the wa'gan^ o* the twtiiaw. 

When the win's grow eimld, wtien the bnms grow bauld. 

An* the wnds are hinj^n' fellow ;' 

But, O ! Its do^ttr ftr to aecf 

The wa*gang o' her the heart gangs wT, 

The deadset o* a shining e*^ 

That darkens the weary wiirl^ on thee; 

There was nradde l^Wie^Tween t0 ttra— 
O! twa could ne'er be fonder; ' 
An' the thing on yird was nerer made 
That could hae gart us sunder. 
But the way o' Heav'n's aboon a' ken— 
An' we maun bear what it tikes to sen- 
Its comfort tho' to weary men. 
That the warst o' this warl's waes maun en^. 

There's mony things that come aii' gae~ 

Just kent and just forgotten— 

An* the flowers that busk a bonny brae. 

Gin anither year lie rotten. 

But the last look o' that lovely e'e- 

An' the dying grip she gae to me- 

They^ra settled like eternity- 

O, Mary \ that I were wi' thee ! 
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SONG. 

Come, my love ! com6 away 

WhUe the morning is grey. 

Ere tlie mist up the mountain is borne ; 

While the dew drop lies cold 

On the flower in the fold. 

And yon purple is ripening to. mom. 

I will lead thee, my love. 

Where my dreams of above 

On thy bosom IVe realized oft ; 

Where the Vank» flower^ and tree. 

Make it pleasant to be. 

When the breeze o' the dawning is soft. 

But how could I look 

On the dawn-spangled brook 

When under the beam of thy eye ; 

Or how could I lean 

On the flower-chequered green. 

And that heaven, thy bosom, so nigh. 

But if Mary could hark 

To the song of the lark. 

When I tell of my love and my pain. 

By that Heaven made thee fair, 

Tho' this bosom 'twould tear. 

Thou shouldst ne'er list such wooing again. 
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WILLY AND HELEN, A BALLAD. 

'' Wharefore aott'd ye talk o*lore, 
Unlen it be to pain as ; 
Wbarefore soa'd ye talk o' love. 
Whan ye say the sea mann twain US ?** 

Its no because my love is light. 
Nor for your angry deddy ; 
Its a' to buy ye pearlins bright. 
An' to busk ye like a leddy.' 

" O, Willy ! I can caiid an' spin, 
Se ne'er can want for cleedin ; 
An' gin I l^e my Willy's heart, 
I has a' the pearls I'm heedin'. 

'\ WiU it be time to praise this cheek 
Whan years an* tears has blencht it i 
Will it be time |o talk o» lore 
Whancanld an' care has qnencht it V* 

He*s liud ae ban' about her wust— 
The ither's held to heaven ; 
An' his Ittik was like the luik o' man 
Wlia's lieart in twa is men. 



o2 
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The auld carle o* Knockdon is deed, 
Thctre's few for hiqi w^U Borjrow— 
For WiUy*8 stappit in his stead 
But an' Ms cpm^y roarroir. 

11iere*B a cozy bidd at yon buru fit, 
Wi' a bourt|:ee^ the ei^* o't— 
O inony a day may it see yet 
Ere care or eaa^r Iqenot* 

The lilly leans out o'er the ]bi«e» 
An* the rose leans o'er tiie liUy— 
An' there the bonny twasome lay- 
Fair Helen an' her WiUy. 

As our wandeirers. hvA, engagedtt^mselves 
to dine in the cbureb yard* of < Alloway Kirk^ 
(the gig having been properly Tictu^lled and 
watered for th^ pv\rpo^e) th^y fovin<d. it expe- 
dient, about three o'clock^ to.^taiito.the path 
that honest Ta,m o* Shanter cantered upon, 
that never to be forgotten nighty when Ayr- 
shire's infernals had a balL and. the DeTil 
turned piper. 

'^ There are a few lines come to my recol- 
lection/* said the Linker, when they cleared 
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the town, ^' that are said to haTe been written 
by Burns^ on his reTisiting the Doon after he 
had gone to reside at Mossgiel. — *^ Every 
good article hath its counterfeits/* said Edie, 
** and I dare sajr this is one of them ; but let's 
hearH, Linker, sma' fish are better than nane. 
The Linker complied by repeating 

I hae frieii*s on IrTine side^ 

Aii* my love's in Manchline town- 
Yet mj apait hath m pride 
In the bonnj Banks o* Dooo. 

The* the wierdless wark o* time 

Has altered a* I see. 
An* tiie hame that ance was mine 

Is afiremnut house to me. 

Tho* mony a heart lies cauld, 

Wou'd hae warmed to met me here- 
Still thy murmuring, sweet Doon, 
Melts wi' pleasure in mine ear. 

O ! it brings the fields an' flowers^ 
Whar my spirits growth beglan ; 

An' all the joyous hours. 
That built me into man. 
(3 3 
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It bfiogs die e*eiiiDg8 mUd, 

An' my soul's serenity i 
Ere my heart's blood started wiUt 

To the glance o' troman's e'e. 

Hiy charms are written-down 

On a page that will not blot ; 
O ! Ill mind thee bonny Doon 

Till all but heaven's forgot. 

As the Linker had just completed the last 
line of the above, th^y hoye in sight of the 
snug comfortakte white- washed * cottage, 
which announces to the reading passenger, 
from a board stuck on the right side of the 
door, that the Poet Burns was born under its 
roof. 

Equipping themselves properly, in their 
Scottish habulziement, they dismounted ; en- 
tering the cottage procession wise. Having 
enquired for the landlord, by the name of 
Miller Goudy, and also the apartment con- 
taining the portrait of the Bard, they were in- 
formed by the Miller's Marrow, a civil decent 
looking woman ; that the Miller was butt the 
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house, in the room, they war wanting, viV a 
wheen young folk, and that they might just 
slap awa in amang the lave^. 

Striding away, by Mrs. Goudy's direction, 
they entered upon the " spence" where, oppo- 
site to the door, upon an old fashioned chest 
of wainscot drawers, sat an indifferent picture 
of the Poet, executed upon wood. The rest 
of the apartments furniture consisted of a 
few chairs, two forms and a table ; all in a 
respectable state of cleanliness, and at present, 
almost completely occupied by the foresaid 
• young folk.* 

Miller Goudy — an oldish, liquorish-looking 
little man, evidently deeply embued with that 
valour which makes us' ^* face the devil :^' a 
courage, which they understood, he frequently 
enjoyed — ai, the entrance of our pilgrims, 
made himself conspicuous by saluting them 
with — " Come your wa's, gentlemen, ye'll be 
come, nae doubt, to see the house that Robin 
was born in. Leuk, there he sits in paint 

g4 
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an4 timmer, that I hae aften seen sit in fl.esh 
and blood — But will ye take a side an* taste 
vfV us ? Thir young folk are just gaun out to 
the yard, to hae a bit ploy o' curds and cream. 

The pilgrims having returned the salute, had 
barely seated themselves, and called for 
something to match . the Miller^s kindness, 
when, as he had prognosticated, the young 
folk retired to the garden ; leaving them in the 
undisturbed possession of the Miller. 

'^ Ye seem. Miller,^' said Edie, as soon as 
the coast was cleared, ^^ to have seen thai 
great man Robert Burns in your day." ^^ Seen 
him !" replied the Miller, in an elevated tone, 
while helping himself to a glass, ^^ Seen him ! 
Whe, man, \ kent him as weelFs 1 do that gill 
stoup, an* that*8 a wide word. Eh, mony a 
lang winter night I hae seen yankit by wi* his 
glibe gab, whan I made meal, and sell'd drink 
at Doon mills. 

' An* ilka^jaelder wi' the MiUer 
Thou &at aa bmg «a thou had sUler.' 



THE LAND OF BUftNS. 8ft 

'^ Man that^s me he cracks o' — ^kea faim ! Od^ 
that's a speak. — ^^ ^^ Did be mak himsel* 
unca canty vrV ye^' enquired Edie^ curious to 
discover how Burns relished such companions) 
** Whyles, only whyles, I maun say/* re* 
turned the Miller cautiously, ^^ just as his 
nain de^el bauM him. I hae seen bim sit 
amang us wi* his head on his han% this gate, 
an* no speak a word for hours, mair than he'd 
been sittin* amang dumb brutes." '^ So, that 
was strange,'* said Edie, though he thought 
otherwise. ^^ But what" he continued, anxi- 
ous to know how the boors, among whom he 
was doomed to dwell, accepted him, ^^ What 
did you an' the folks hereabouts think o' him in 
thae days." ^^ Troutb, I thought nae mair o' 
him then, than I do o' you, or ony ither body 
1 see and crack wi'," said the penetrating 
Miller. ^' He had, nae doubt, a pour o' unca 
cfiver turns about him when he likit. — But, to 
gie ye a word in your lug — there war' some 
folk here awa, that thought he was na owce 
right in tiie head." Edie, keeping his temper 
to admnration, that he might not injure his pur- 
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pose, enquired — "When, and where he had seen 
Burns last." " Let me think," returned the old 
drunken multure and knaveship man, "Aye, it 
was just that simmer after he gaed to Dumfries ; 
him and his brither Gilbert war owre seeing 
their auld friens' at Doonside ; 1 drank the 
share o* three gills wi' them that day down at 
the mills. Gilbert, honest man, was unca free 
an* cracky, but Robin, I mine' was in ane o* 
his auld Barley hoods. I was in ban's wi' the 
Laird, at that yery time, for a tack o' this 
house. Hech ! little did I jelouse, that day, 1 
was to hae sae mony ca'ers on his account. 
But there's nae saying what folk may come to : 
— There's Souter Jonny, the weary body, 
whatna sang was made about him the ither 
day ; an' I'm sure I hae druckeu an' spoken 
wi' Robin ten times for his ance." 

The Miller now got quite unmanageable, 
answering Edie's queries with a word or 
two in a sort of parenthetical manner, and driy> 
ing away at his own history and hopes, as 
the main subject. Convinced, therefore, that 
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nothing more could be made of him at that sit* 
tiiig Edie and John, his rcspectiye querist 

and auditor, i¥ere preparing to depart, ivhen 
their attention was demanded to that part 
of the room to which the Linker had re- 
tired almost at entering for the purpose of 
studying, being a sort of draughtsman, the 
Bard*s picture, and where he now sat, with 
his eyes shut, and his arms folded across his 
breast : evidently asleep, or in a most pro- 
found state of mental abstraction. 

After they had gazed for some time upon 
the inanimate trunk of the long lad, John 
proposed that means should be instantly resor- 
ted to for his restoration, and drawing forth 
his ram^s horn, spoke of effecting it by snuff, — 
so catching most dexterously the exact moment 
when the Linker's lungs were at the extreme 
ebb of respiration, he applied to his nose a 
large quantity of very dry macuba; when sud- 
denly, with the sweep and current, it went 
snoring up like dust in a whirlwind, and al- 
most instantaneously, or in the relationship of 
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the flash of a pistol to its report, the 
awoke with a sneeze that made the ^ riggin 
rair\ 

On arriving at his average state of sensi- 
bility, he nevertheless continued to speak to 
his companions like a gifted man, protesting 
he bad been in a irance, and seen a vision. No 
sooner therefore, had they got out of the 
drouthy Miller's hands, properly - re-seated 
and in motion, than he proceeded to relate : — 



THB UNKEirS VISION 

Xy BURN*S COTTAGE. 

'^ After having planted myself comfortably 
before the picture*^ he began ^^ a swarm of 
sweet and pleasant recollections, came buzzing 
and humming into my mind, from the know- 
ledge of having my seat under the roof where 
our favorite Bard was born, and where hj« 
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mighly soul first began to burn and boil out 
of its earthly ta|l>erncicle. During tbis while, 
L was^a^ng upon his dark penetrating eye, 
and brqa^d flp^rehef^d, ivhich gradually appeared 
to sufqU fi'PH) thebpard^ and lowering my ey^, 
to^.m^rii if the whole man was undergoing axe* 
ciproici^l swc^lling and detaohmentfromtbe wall ; 
I.p^ceived at the extr^emity.of hishrciad striped 
xeet^ a- pair of buoliBskiiihr€^cli08! begin to shoot, 
which, as my ey^ dropped 9 appeared to terminate, 
in top bo9t9. The BiM^d thus appearing, before 
me in his full market*day dress, seated in rather 
an obicure^ icorner of the room, and evidently 
employed^ .botbf in musing and: remarking* 
Directing n^y eye to where be was apparently 
looking, I discovered a considerable number 
of males, seated in a straggling manner about 
the fire side and table, drinking, beer out (tf 
quegh caups*^ — They seemed to have been at- 
tending a country roup of farm stocking, &c«, 
and had dropped into the ale-honse On. their 
way home for a refreshment. 

I now began to scrutinize the company more 
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leisurely, and soon convinced myself that the 
small grey-eyed personage on the right of the 
fire, with the large look of hypocritical rever- 
ence, could be none else than Holy Willy : I 
was the more grounded in this belief when the 
ale«quegh reached him, for hanging his bonnet 
on his knee, he drew his hand slowly over his 
brow and eyes, as if in mental devotion, before 
tasting the liquor : wiping his mouth, repla- 
cing his bonnet, and putting the quegh into ' 
circulation, he lifted up his countenance, and 
said to a person sitting beside him, ** There's 
bra* weather John for the barley seed, thanks 
be to heaven for a* his mercies ; tho* there's 
mony a 9ne taks a' they get as thanklessly as 
gif the Almighty was bun by missives o' tack, 
to gi'e them seed time an' harvest, whether 
they deserved it or no" ; "Owre true William, 
owre true", said John with a look of convic- 
tion, '^ But its nae the least o' our mercies 
that there are yet some strong praps in the 
kintra to baud the Almighty's wrath aff our 
poor sinfu' heads": then lightening his tone a 
little, he asked, ^^ How do ye think the sale 
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gaed the day". "Truly John" said the holy 
mao, " I saw nae wanworths gaun either in the 
outsight or insight plenishing sae I coft nae- 
thing.— Hech" continued he belching ; " I dare- 
say I've eaten owre muckle o' yon fat haggis, 
I'm fonder o' it than its o' me, an' I'll gar the ^ 
bouk o* a black pea o^ either sybo or leek, 
thank me for the feck o' twa days". '^ That, 
proceeds William", replied the aforesaid John, 
squeezing as much scientific skill and Jmpor- 
tauce into his face as it would admit of, " from 
the superabundance of the bile, as Buchan 
says, or an impotency in the digestive organs, 
for the discharge of their functions ; but gif ye 
war stappin' into my house the night, I cou'd 
gie ye apicjilepills for a trifle, that wou'd help 
to keep your rift sweet". I was now at no loss 
to know my ipan, ''Jock Hornbook o' the 
Clachan", shone as plainly from his speech, 
as if he had carried Ms sign-board on his 
breast. 

My attention was now withdrawn from these 
two worthies, by a young man coming round 
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id our bard, who accosted bun iamiliarly hf 
the name of Davie Sillers ; while Davie, with 
the same familiarity, enquired ^* What he was 
doing there, sitting cowring in the neiik like 
a wulcat glowring at a buss fu* o' birds'*. 

^' Indeed Davie'^ said the bard, ^' its neither 
because I^m sour or ill set — But' there^^ twa 
three amang ye there, that I like better tb 
luck, at than speak to, for I'm sometimes pro- 
voked from their balderdash nonsense to say 
things, I should not say, far less they hear. 
But if you'd step roun' an' gle Willy and Tarn 
yonner a wink into another room, I'll let ye 
hear a blether I've been stringing up on twa o^ 
these weighty personages." Davie Sillers, with 
the springing step of a man, whose heart is in 
his errand, went round to collect the chosen 
few, among whom, I flattered myself I was to 
be included, so was rising hastily up to 
retire to ^' the feast of reason^ and the flow 

of soul", when Jock's confounded applica- 
tion of snuff to my snout blew up the whole 

concern. 
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"Sorrow be inT% said Edie, ^' snuff was 
ney«r ony girt favorite, or pouch companion 
o* mine, but I'll like it war now than oyer, 
when I think, that the best dream that eyet the 
Linker dreamed, or is likely to dream, was 
blawn to bits by a snuff o' tobacco ;-— O ! wae 
be onU, its makers and takeiv baith'*. 

While Edie was delivering with Ins teeth 
set, this anathema against ttie staple of Virgi- 
nia, the eastern, or bell gi^ble of ^' Kirk AU- 
oway^' burst upon them, and at one glance 
bound up for ever in the manufacturing cells 
of John's mentals, a spirited and excellent 
defence of black ' rappee ; seeing he was a 
considerable destroyer thereof, and conceiving 
not improperly, that the sweeping clause of 
Edie^s edict, rather took Jiim by the nose. — 
He had, however, this consolation, in being 
so stopped, — ^that he was not the first man that 
the Kirk o' Scotland had silenced. 

In the outset of an exoursion, when a scene 
demanding our admiration^ lies freshly spread 
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before us, we can, at the ifloomplieated im- 
pube, give Teat readily to the feding it raises ; 
but when scene upon scene, and pleasure up6B 
pleasoreji accumulate around us rapidly, the 
mind grows into such a wild and entangled 
tbieliet of ideas and sensations :-Hsach a pre- 
cious, but^ unott^fiible podge of pleasant 
musings ; that words for a while get worthless, 
until (Uke agitated particles) the jud^ent, 
labouring upon the mass, at last settles aaid 
throws up, the most prominent object to the 
top, for the eye to rest exclusively upon and 

m 

admire. 

Our pilgrims found themselves pretty much 
in this unspeakable mood on reaching *^ Kirk 
AUoway :"— the very core of tb^ pilgrimage-j- 
and saw the '^ far fetch* d" Doon pouring a' 
her floods thro* her bonny banks and braes, 
grandly o'erstrode with that ancient ^' brig'', 
containing the notable and devil defeating 
" key stane*' ; while brown Carrick hill, gilt 
and garnished with all its golden broom, and 
purple heath, burst proudly up behind, bound- 
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i»g the wholcj and running at its fall size and 
strength boldly into the frith, as if its further 
extteinity had once leaned upon the opposite 
shore ; but, that the stormy and powerful At- 
lantic in thrusting his huge arm, sheer up 
through the dry land, had cut and shore it in 
twain. 

Unyoking their instrument of convisyance 
by ihe side of a cottage that stands close by 
the bridge, and contains a most kindly and 
compMgfant old ditcher and his dame : our 
wayfaritig men so far mastered their distracti- 
on, as to recollect their dining engagement in 
the Kirk yard. Loading themseWes, therefore^ 
with the contents of their portable larder, they 
entered by a stile upon the ^^ dead man^s lee^% 
and soon settled or hived upon a broad 
^Hhrocht stane'% that sat most conveniently 
on the South of the Kirk, pleasantly shaded 
by a young plain tree, now beginning, as 
kindly youth does age, to throw its sheltering 
arms over the reverend pile. 



h2 
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The dinner was devoared almost in silencey 
each pilgrim seeming, from the vacant eye . 
they let fall, even upon their food, — to be in-, 
wardly engaged in composing something they 
conceived the occasion demanded. 

Their joctelegs being wiped, <^ faalded*% 
and lodged in their pockets, and the fragments 
of the feast gathered np, Edie drew forth and 
planted on the stone, a little brown jar, or, 
< grey beard% filled with the noble spirits of 
the north, and by its side, in excellent harmo- 
ny and keeping, — ^a small drinking horn. 

'^ We are now^% ssdd Edie, filling the hor|i 
and casting his mind^s eye upon the page he 
had composed ; « seated upon the very « key 
stane/' I may say, of that scenery, to which 
the yearning of our hearts has so long and 
steadily pointed— with a clear blue Heaven 
above us — a green smiling earth around us — 
while the glorious summer-day sliding and 
mellowing sweetly into eve, sefisons our spi- 
rits into that mild frame of hallowed enjoy- 
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menti that certainly ought to characterise this 
most solemn and singular scene of festivity .'* 
Then gathering himself more iqto a speech 
making position, he proceeded. — *^ Friends of 
the Bard, and beloved brother pilgrims ; it fills 
my heart with joy this day, to think that the 
tide of envy inalice and misrepresentation, 
which bore our gallant Bard to the earth ;— ^ 
that buried him, and that, even then in 
coward wickedness boiled and dashed over his 
grave^ is now fast ebbing and drying up ; and 
the world now condescends to discover that an 
honest man may rightly serve his God, with- 
out tampering with bigotry, winking at hypo- 
crisy^ or damning all parties but his own. 

Another charge, however, has of late years 
been preferred against him, by a tribe of men 
who hate all greatness, unless it be born, and 
deprecate all genius, unless it be filtered through 
an university; this charge is no less than the 
cant of independance ! I should have thought 
if there was one trait in his manly character, 
more sufficiently vouched by his conduct than 
h3 
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anothei', it was tlie contrary. When the purse 
proi|d things that suitounded bioiy I wpuld 
ask, thought proper at a time to lower them to 
his presence ; was it cant that made him meet 
them as equals ; aye, and erect his proud spirit 
amongst them, like a spire amidst Yilla^^e 
cottages ? Was it cant that kept him from dog« 
like fawning, and yelping himself into pension 
or place ? or was it cant that instigated him, 
when necessity chased him into the excise, to lift 
up his voice, ^ uncaring consequences' ? Pitiful 
quibblers ! The soul that cannot discern, in air 
most every effusion of Coila's son, ind^pendaace 
and manly liberty, shobt up like a grenadier, 
amid the battalion of bis other principles, is a 
sorry thing, jaundiced by envy, and battered 
up in pride. 

It is right pleasant though my friends, to 
turn from the growl of bigots, and the puling 
of party, to glance at his achievements, 
amongst the liberal and the good ; what honest 
mind hath he not enlarged ? what free spirit 
hath be not whet ; and what kind bosom hath 
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lie Bot watmed > The description df Scott, 
may ehariot-13(e Urihirl tlie spirit through battle, 
and through blood ; Byron may make us shod* 
der, and Southey — Chat poor treasury pur- 
chase — may make us tveep} but, it is the 
Ayrshire ploughman, my hoys, that leads us 
to the house of our fiftthers, the trysting tree, 
and the social board : — ^It was him my friends, 
that brought us here, add to his immortal 
name vre shall dedicate this horn/* 

No sooner had Edie ended, and the horn 
gMM round in silence, than the LdRker — ^turn- 
ing up his eyes, to obviate all external direr^ 
sion — ^began complimenting the speaker on bis 
performance and toast; ^^ But, Edie/^ he 
oontinned, *^ happy would it have made the 
liviqg contents of this Kirk yard ; aye, and 
thousands out of it, had your toast been a 
health instead of a memory, as well it might 
liave been. 

There is an inherent, a native diffidence 
and delicacy always accompanying true ge- 

h4 
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nma, tbat, as a cloud keeps it someliines long 
out of notice ; and, though like the sun in a mis- 
ty morning, it ultimately bursts through all im- 
pedimeols ; yet, the kind encouraging hand of 
discerning friendsbip, is an admirable aid 
(like the ushering breese of the dawn) to hdp 
the young trembling spirit forth. Such a 
friend and e^pourager was Gilbert Bums to 
his brother, and, as such, he has certainly 
strong claims upon our sympathy and regard. 
I, therefore, propose this horn to the health 
and increasing prosperity of GUbert Bums, 
the beloTcd brother, the first, best, and most 
befitting friend of the Bard.^* 

This being drank with an amaasing enthu* 
siasm, the Linker proceeded with — ^< Amid 
the mass that people this earth, the ma|{nrity 
are possessed of such dull and untouchable 
spirits that allow the flesh to fatten under 
any circumstances ; while there are others of 
such a high-toned, and delicate temperament, 
so tremblingly alive to all around them, and 
so peculiarly constituted, tjtiat the life-giTing 
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heat of their imaginations are for ever growl- 
ing simple grieft into compound miseries, or 
common joys, into rapturous delights : Thus, 
the evil that in the world preponderates, in 
union with '' man*s inhumanity to man," 
raises in such spirits, a tumult— a turmoil, that 
holds the indignant blood in a perpetual fever, 
and shakes and shatters down a goodly frame 
long ere its day. Such a susceptible soul had 
our lamented Bard, — a soul that under the 
crush and cumber of his circumstances would 
have wasted down half a dozen common trunks 
in the period a dull sober souled mortal would 
have worn one. 

In visiting the birth-place of the most of 
those mighty men who have made the world 
their debtors, we are generally occupied with 
the reflection, that the man, whose *^ immortal 
essence" either instructed, amused, or enrap- 
tured us, opened his young eye, tottered his 
first step, and lisped his first word amid such 
scenes. But here these are only inconsiderable 
items in the sum of our feelings. All around 
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— tbe moiuitaiiis, risers, foresii^ and floods — 
ery loudly of him, for he spoke of tbeoi. 
JTtere lies the lining library that stored las 
mind, and tbe pages from whidi he faithfully 
copied. His sool gushed forth in the brawl of 
the Bonny Doon ; melted into melody at tbe 
song of these leafy woods — or mounted into 
Heaven with the wing of the morning lark, — 
Nature, in a word, was his none, and while 
she lives, will be his monument. 

To keep my feelings from running over up^ 
on the enchanting ground that Edie has tra« 
Tailed, I shall content myself with a protestar 
tion — one which I have no hesitation in taking 
jointly without your mandate — That t^e man 
whose heart is not tuned, and whose soul is not 
touched with the tender and patriotic strains of 
Coila's Bard, can never have the love or friend- 
ship of a pilgrim to the Land of Burns. 

'Awa ye selfish wariy race 

Wba tUnk that haven's sense an' graoe 

E'en love and friendship sou'dgie place 

To catch the plack, 
I dinna like to see your face 

Nor hear your crack,"* 



THB LAND OF BURNS. 107 

The blast with which they acceded to the 
lanker's protestation being <' blawn by^* Jin^ 
glin Jock, i^ettling his good Scottish counter 
nance with great dignity upon bis broad manly 
shoulders, opened upon his attentiTe brethiBreii 
with— '^ Lads, I hae been ' pleased tp the nine/ 
no to speak o' edification, wi' thie -yfeel wor^ 
ded win' ye hae baith let louse on this memo* 
rable an' heart kittlin' occasion* Y^t, ytrV 
a' manner o' difierence, to our majority, acting 
in the con trair— it's finally the award o' my 
judgment, that a Scottish Bard ought to be 
spoken o' by Scotsmen in ' plain braid Lai-' 
lans.' I, therefore, crave leave to eik, in that 
belief, twa three words as a kin o' codicil to 
your joint testimony. An' truly callans it 
seems to me, a thing weel worth the blawing 
about, that we are a' related in a most endear- 
ing degree, to that sweetest songster ip the 
warld, yiz :— That we war a' like him, bom 
in ^ Scottish cottage ; and were nursed and 
nurtured also amang Scotlan's mensfu', gash 
an' honest kintra folk. 
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^* Of tbere^s nane bat the like o' us lads, can 
ken ¥rliat it is to bae tbe lumber room, the gir- 
nal I may ca't, o' our baimly recollections 
ryped and rummaged up, vfV tbe canty tricks 
o* a ^ Halloween/ or the merry glee o* * that 
happy day the year begins'. They carry us 
back ; an* that on the botching shouthers o* 
right humour ; to thae * enriable early days,' 
when the Kmbs war green, an' the heart 
was fight. 

This advantage, this bit birth-right, I may 
ca't o' ours, lets us deeper into the real saul o' 
Rabbin, than a Southern, or town-bom body, 
can ever win, let them sair what 'prenticeship 
they like : and it is my pride, in this birth- 
right, marrowing wi' my birth-place — whilk is 
jimply a mile frae this spot — that gars me sit 
sae lightly, this day, on a head stane, and 
drink wi' my bonnet doffed, — ^to the memory of 
those Patriots, whether Warrior or Bard, who 
have made the shire of Ayr, the pride and 
glory of Scotland. 
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The horn having gone round, John was 
about to re-open upon them, with strong symp- 
toms of much matter, when Edie, who knew 
he was like the widow's Cruse, when his 
breath was set abroach on such a subject, 
reminded him the day * was couring into the 
West, an* th^y had a gay bit to gang afore bed 
time. 

^' Aweel" said Jock ^* gif ye canna afford 
me a mouthfu* mair o* prose, to toom my saul 
wi*, ye'll surely let me rhyme owre a yerse or 
twa, Vre cleckt on the auld Kirk ;'* taking 
their silence for a warrant, he delivered with 
great emphasis, his — 

ADDRESS TO ALLOWAY KIRK. 

Behold ye wa's o' Alloway 

ThU curn o* canty carlies, 
Wha've driren thro* Ouniiigluun an' Kyle 

In seaich o' fun an* fairlies. 

^8 no cause mony a great divine 
Their holy words here war'd 
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Tkit we reject yoor gtane an' lime. 
An* dinner in yoar yard. 

« . 
Bat AUoway that nigbt ye war 

Hell's place o' recreation 
Baifli heezed an' dignified ye mair 
lluin a' ymir oonsecntion. 

lite bit whare fornicators sat 

To bide thdr pastors bang 
Is now forgotten for the spat 

Whare Nanny lap an' flang. 

llie ptt'pit whare the gude Mess John 

His wig did weekly wag. 
Is lightlied for the baokeff seat, 

Whare Satan blew his bag. 

An' what's the fairley Priests an' fools 

Arc geer weVc aye a clag o' 
But Ck>ila'8 son, now in the mools. 

Eternity 'ill brag o'." 

The roar, with which John concluded his 
address, rung from " bank to brae" ; as the 
dinner party in < iouneasurable content', strode 
solemnly from the festive stone : passing the 
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Kirk yard stile however, the hour of evening, 
cryiog, ^* quick tnarch*% called them into more 
active service; so, putting forth all their 
knowledge and abilities as ostlerd, and, with 
the assistance of the aforesaid kindly cottager,^ 
they soon got their ^ brute grippet an* the 
graitfi on**. 

While the yoking operation was going for- 
ward, Edie took occasion to enquire of the old 
diteher, if he recollected of any timber being 
about the Kirk ; <' O ay**, said he, <' it*s no 
sae laog syne that th^re war a gay twa three, 
o* the ailld kipples, ah' ither kin* o* lous^ 
riggin* lying in her guts ; aii* trouth mony a 
year they lay ad unsteered as the throcht stanes : 
bitt jwt a* at a brainge, the folk took some 
tiriry vie an' awa they gaed like the break o* a 
storm, an* sae clean too, that aught days <m 
the back o*t ye could jimply gotten as muckle 
timmer in her, as wou*d made a yerkin pin to 
a parrich cog^* : I*m vext at that", said Edie, 
'^ t wou*d liket just as muckle o*t as wou*d 
made a keft to a kail gully, or a shank to a 
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punch fipoon. — ^But, am saying man, ^* conti- 
nued Edie, loolLing greedily at the East gable 
of the Kirk, << Od I'se gie ye twenty shillings 
for the tongue o' yM auld bell". The honest 
^countryman answered smiling,^ that he was 
sorry he durst na* deal wi' him, as he could 
na* think o' selling a thing was na* his own\ 

Having properly returned thanks to the 
cottager for the good wishes and good night 
he 'shored' them at parting, our pilgrims cros- 
sing the river, and taking C^rrick hill, as ra- 
pidly as their "gude gaun beast, as e'er in tug 
or tow was traced", was competent, reached 
its summit happily, in time to see the glorious 
manufacturer of day-light, with his broad 
scarlet countenance, sit smilingly down,— as 
honest labour does after a well wrought day, 
upon the rugged pinnacles of Arran. 

Dropping over the South-East shoulder of 
the hill, and " oannily ca'ing" down its breast, 
till they again came in sight of the Doon, 
they at last halted, as the bats and bumclocks 
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were getting rife, at the farm house of B— — >, 

the residence of Mr. O L — • — , an 

early, much and justly esteenied friend of the 
Lang lad's ; and, though eleven years had 
laboured upon them since they parted— though 
it had stiffened and hardened the round cheek 
of boyhood into man, and, moreover, garnished 
and planted their faces with some hundred 
extra black hairs ; yet the same fanuliar spi« 
rits still looking through all the alterations, 
deteriorations, or improvements, &e. kept 
them, from having the smallest symptoms of 
<' auld friends wi' new faces,'' and made 
them meet as lovingly, as if the term of their 
parting had been hours instead of years. 

The whole of the pilgrims soon found them-' 
selves much at home with Mr. L . In- 
deed, his was one of those open, pleasant, 
countenances that depone to the gazer from 
every feature, that there is a kindly friendly 
heart within, that joys in the joy of others ; 
containing, likewise, far more accommodation 
for laughing, than crying : not the dry malig- 
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nant grin that laughs at human frailty — nor 
the quiet inward chuckle of self sufficiency, 
but the broad untempered burst that echoes to 
innocent mirth and glee. He was to boot, 
one of those tall, well-built men that delights 
one to see occupied as a tiller of the ground. 
His brawny arm seemed to declaie him a true 
master of the soil, and that it could with ease 
oblige the stubborn earth to deliver up her 
stores. He was still without the hallowed 
pales of matrimony, an amiable young wo- 
man, his sister, managed bis domestic con- 
cerns. A younger brother was likewise of the 
household ; one, in whom the ornaments of 
education and study were growing strongly up 
amidst the virtues of his elder brother. 

After supper, our travellers, albeit, they 
had been '^ asteer*' some nineteen hours, and 
not idle ones either, in the sun and wind of 
Heaven ; no sooner had their jovial land- 
lords^ christened" some Arran water, alias 
Highland whisky " wi' reeking water" then, 
with the unconquerable courage of tru6 
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Talour, they staunchly took their ground before 
it, as determined on its destruction, as if it 
had been the first attack of the day. Each 
toast and joke of the landlord's kindling and 
* beeting' their mirth ; till, on the out edge of 
reason, the Linker arose, (by the assistance of 
the board) and declared he would not open his 
mouth to another laugh, until bis old friend 
should sing them one of his good ancient 
drinking songs. 

Mr. L finding, in despite of joke or 

or jest, that the Linker kept his jaws clenched 
together as if they had been dovetailed, was 
necessiated to give in ; so, after rubbing his 
brow a little, while glancing over the index of 
his collection, he opened into 



A 



LANDLADY COUNT YOUR LAWIN'. 

Here we sit ane an' a' frlcn's. 
An' here's what keeps us bra*^frien'» ; 
We'll drink to far awa frien's ; 
An' frien's that we hac near. 

h2 
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CHOftUS. 

llien lady ooont your Uwin^ 
The cock Is oetf the cnwin% 
The day ia near the dawin' 
Ab' bring us ben mair beer. 

lliere's Jodc that came frae Uay 
As clang's a hungered kylie 
Jock swalled Uke ony buUe 
Whan he took to the beer. 

Then Lady» &c. 

Tarn Tunson's npDg lockie 
Aft paiked him like achnckie ; 
Tam cam*d the roarin' buckle. 
Whan he put in lus beer. 

Then Lady, &c. 

Drink grees us wi' our callin', 
An' eke a reekie dwallin'. 
An* sets the heart a swallin' 
^ Like barm amang the beer. 

Then (lady, &c. 

Then lads here'« to the growth o1. 
An* them, too wha mak south o't. 

An* Lady let's hae routh o't . 

As lang as we sit here« 

Then Lady, &c. 
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The din of commendatioii that followed the 
Landlord's song being quelled, he purposed 
to obviate all excuses, &c. that the song 
should flow regularly round the table, com- 
mencing at his right. 

This proposal meeting with no opposition, 
the Jingler, who sat next in succession, hav- 
ing held up the right side of his head to the 
ceiling for a moment, started away into thatfine 
old humourous rigmarole chaunt of ^' Hame 
came our gudeman*' that all the world has 
heard — or ought to hear, therefore — 

■i 

HAME CAME OUR 6UDEMAN. 



Hame came our godeman at e'en 

An' hame came he. 
An' he saw a hone 

Whare nae horse soa'd be. 
How came thii horse here. 

An' how came he ? 
How came this horse here. 

Without the leave o' me ? 
A horse quo' she ! 
Aye a horse quo' he. 
Ye auld blin doited carle 
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Its blinVr may je be, 
lU but a milk cow 

My mither sent to me 
A cow quo' he ! 

Aye a cow quo' she. 
Its far hae I ridden 

An* iarer hae I gane; 
But a saddle on a cow's back 

Saw I ne*er nane. 

Hame came our gudemanat e'en 

An* hame came he. 
An* he saw a pair o* boots 

Wfaare nae boots 80u*d be. 
How came tlur boots heire. 

An' how may it be ? 
How came thir boots here 

Without the leave o' me ? 
Boots quo' she ! 

Aye boots quo' he. 
Ye auld blin doited carle 

It's blin'er may ye be 
It's but a pair o* water stoups 

My mither sent to me. 
Stonps quo* he ! 

Aye stoups quo* she 
It's far hae I ridden 

An* farer hae I gane 
But siller spurs on water stoups 

Saw I ne'er nanc. 
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Hame came our gude man at e'en 

An* hame came he. 
An* he saw a hig coat 

Whare nae coat soa'd be. 
How canle this coat here 

An' how may it be ? 
How came this coat here 

Without the leave o' me ? 
A coat quo' she ! 

Aye a coat quo' Ee. 
Ye auld blin doited carle 

It's blin'er may ye be ; 
It's but a pair o' blankets 

Mymither sent.tome. 
Blankets quo' he ! 

Aye blankets quo' she. 
It's farhae I ridden 

An' farer hae I gane 
But buttons upon blankets 

Saw I ne'er nane. 

Hame came our gudeman at e'en 

An' hame came he 
An' he saw a man's wig 

Whare nae wig sou'd be. 
How came this wig here 

An' how mi^ it be ? 
How came a wig here 

Without the leave o' me 
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A wig quo* she! 

Aye a wig quo be 
Ye anld blin doited earie 

It's Uin'er may y be 
It's but a clockin' ben 

My miUier sent to me. 
A ben quo' be! 

Aye a ben quo' die. 
It's fiffbae I ridden 

An' fiurer bae I gane 
But powder on a doddn' ben 

Saw I ne'er nane. 

Hame came our gudeman at e'en 

An' bame came be 
An*>e saw a man 

Wbare nae man sou'd be. 
How came this man bear 

An* how came he ? 
How came this man here 

Without the leave o' me 
A man quo' she ! 

Aye a man quo' be. 
Ye auld blin' doited carle 

It's bUn'er may ye be 
It's but a milk maid 

My mitber sent to me» 
A maid quo' he ! 

Aye a maid quo' she 
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It'rfiir hfte I ridden 

An* farer hae I gane. 
But a black'-bearded milk maid 

Saw I ne*er Dane. 

s 

This song pat the party into an entire roar. 
lii truth, John, had a comical kiiUck of heating 
op \ii4lh his own, the natiye homour of this old 
rhyme, to a pitch that none might sit quietly 
before it. '* Come Edie'^, said he, recoyering 
irst, '^ come my gallant ca* the Carles, yoke, 
rtiy boy, yoke ; its your turn now to fright' the 
rattbnsi" 

Edie, with that alacrity whidli makes' him 
so V'aluable both to himself and friends, caught 
up that noblest strain of honest independence, 
that ever was worked into words : — " A mah^s 
a man for a^ that.'' It is a touchstone in- 
deed; — a sort of intellectual crucible, that 
turns out the golden worth of honest indigence, 
from the base dross of worthless nobility. 

During Edie's deliverance, the party seem- 
ed Tegitating. A good comfortable laugh has 
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always a tendency to shake one down solidly 
upon their seat ; but, no sooner, from the em- 
phatic sweep of his Toice, did their souls 
begin to stir with independence, than each 
backbone was erected like a steeple, and all 
eyes centred in a point, CYcn, as if the air of 
Edie's strain, had turned their noses on him 
like weathercocks. 

It was now the young Lady's turn to ^^ marry 
sound with sense;** and certainly, the stately, 
and sober frame of mind, *^ a man's a man for 
a* that*' had put them into, was much better 
calculated to let them listen to a Lady's song, 
than if she had been doomed to follow Jock's 
merry and side shaking jingle. With a mo- 
(desty, excluding all flourish or affectation. 
Miss. L , sung : — 

ON Wr THE TARTAW. 

Do ye like my laade 

The hiUs wild an^ free 
Wtee the aag:4>^ the shepherd 

Gan a' ring wi* glee ? 
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Or ihe sleep rocky g^lens 

Whir the wild iakon's bide ?- 
Theo on in' the tartan 

An' fy let OS ride. 

Do ye like the knowes lassie 

Ne'er war in riggs, 
Or the bonny lowne howes 

Whar the iweet^ robin bi^ ? 
Or the sang o' the lintie 

MTlian wooing his bride ?— 
Then on wi' the tarti^ 

An* ff let us ride. 

Do ye like the bum la^t 

Lonps'amang linns ? 
Or the bonny green holifis 

Whar it canity rins ? 
Wi'acaatybithousie 

Sae anng by it*8 side ?- 
llien on wi* the tartan 

An'^fy let us ride. 

The younger Mr. L , baTing rather 

more than a suapicion of Edie*s predilection 
towards the ancient melody of Scotia, had 
been aoMrphing among the old winter night lilts, 
he bad beard and recollected, for something, 

i2 
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ivith at least the ivriBkte of a oentiuy upon it. — 
When his call came, he Tras therefore prepared 
to giYe them, — 

FAIR JiEAN^IE'S BOWER. 

YMtreen I tirl'd my love 's wUidofr, 
When the moon oa Ue wnt kingmg ; 

The greenwood heard our paitiog tou^ 
When the bfardi began their ua^^. 

She took me to the Kumy .hoveefv . 

Waa o' her ain han* twinilig $ 
The birken busa waa owiis cfw head 

An' the aaf t most was tiia Unisg. 

r 

,4 

The howlet had flown to hia hoir,. 

The hare had left the brakni^ 
When sweet the laverok ftne the lift^ 

Wi* singing gait me wmken. 

I Inekit on her hoony brc^. 

And aain^d her wi' my tijessingv 
I glowr*d upon her comely mouy. 

And waukep'd her wi' kissing. 

O ! sweet*s the diet o* the bee * 
Th«t hives amang the headier^ 
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Bat w09tUT far iSktk lip'c to mt 
Thftn 6«^t that lie can galben 

I gat a vow frae her yestreen, 

Igflfthvi'a token, 
Gif ye Iveik it» loy b«aiqr ieiii, 

TiiU beart wi* it ia brokeiK 



IThe Linker, (whose musical moment wat 
tiow come) ba4 kept pace with the song, Khile 
h wa9 *^ metry and free/' both ib spirit andia 
iioii«.| gi^tig? moreoTefj a large lift to each 
bordki^ or ehorvs ; but, about the nriddle of 
ttie Llidy's soog, feeling himself begin to 
^^ driKyp and droirse/^ he Jborronred, as prirate* 
ly as possible, the Jiogler's box, with the ex* 
ecrated contents of which, he refreshed himself 
wonderfully. The best of remedies, however, 
grow ineffective from repetition } so, towards the 
termination of the foregoing^ lUt/ — his nose- 
holes being then almost plugged vp, and the 
brace puUies of his eyelids getting extremely 
weak and unserviceable, — he, in a fit of nature- 
thwarting deterooioation, clendied hi& hands ; 
built them ii-pon each other before him on the 

i:3 
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table, and planting bis dihi atop^ k^t staring, 
with his teeth knit, upon the bowl, as if he had 
been actually holding himself awake by mere 
physical force. John, who had eyed with 
great pleasure, the attempts he made to pro- 
long his diurnal existence, obserred, that as 
he had been struggling so manfully to be aliYe 
when the song reached him, they certainly 
mig^t look for something astonisUng, as it 
was frequently remarked of old rogues, that 
they cpuM n%t die calmly, until thrir breasts 
were cleanei.-^The Linker, whose mouth was 
now made up for the music, replied not ; but^ 
drawing himself up to liis full length, roared 
out to the following purpose, 

RAB SIMPSON'S RANT. 

Or I'd wag wi' Uka ane's win' 

Or lilde me wi* Uka ane'B blether. 
Yd rather m faith I war bun 

To ganslike a brute in a tether. 
Our Mess John mentains that the moa* 

Was made but for praying an' blessing. 
But auld Watty Reid, when he*s In'. 

Vowi hit sorts weel wi' drinkiiig an' kiisiaf . 
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There's lome tak' to courtiiig in wuds. 

An' swear whan the heart talc's a £^wm% 
Ther*B naetluDg like toozUng theirduds, 

'Wi' the brud o' their back on the gowan. 
For me, lads, I aye like a bield. 

An' abieldwhar a infe sells adn^n^, 
TV!' ae arm about my lass sweel'd. 

An' the ither ane sweel'd roun'the cappj. 

My auld uncle Rab tho' the sumph, 

He cries down a' kisang an' clappin' 
An' k>8h how the body 'HI glumph 

If ane sou'd but luncU o' a chappin'. 
Let him giro himsel* into a gaist 

I min' na his word a pipe-stapple. 
For &ith Vm determln'd to taste 

As lang's there's a hole in my thrapple. 

The glass, swilled to the health aod song of 
the singer, having exhausted the bowl, the 
landlord proceeded to speak right eloquently, 
concerning its renewal ; however, strange to 
relate, considering how the house was com^ 
potted, a large majority was got against it, 
and Edie's motion — which, by the bye, was 
made with oiie of his eyes fairly buttoned up, 
and the other peeping through a mere slit. — 

I 4 
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•  • •  

That the meeting resolve itself into resting 
committees, was carried by acclamation ; and 
ten minutes afterwards, completely put in ex* 
ecution. 

So solid apd sound was the sluquher, in 
which our weary wanderers of the west were 
laid, that all the harbingers and heralds of 
day— 



The crowing cock, the lowing cow, 
The barking dog and grunting sow. 



and every rural sound, that as a larum bell 
tolls up the limbs of labour to their task, 
was crowed, lowed, barked, and gcttpted 
as vainly to them — even as the c)iauntipg of 
church music is unto a dead borse«. 

Yet^ sooth, it was nat sa with their e^tet' 
tainer. In fact, it seemed 9^ if the B\|Ji and he 
were at strife who should, have the first tgruah 
at the dewy fields, and long ere, *^ c«'p||Ydy 
tiipe'' be h^d set the m^jQbiaery of hJB fymi 



ff^ timni bi» guests (j^fter be liad shook 
tbpm i9Ao .c/i^ns^qusiiesd) d}l lahonring under 
that severe, though happily Aot epideaiii^ 
distemper, known by the name of ^ Barley^ 
fever.^ Their breath came forth like steam i 
their eyes seemed set in coral ; their mouths 
^ere dry as snuff-boxes, and their tongues rat- 
tled therein like unto scent beans. . Fresh air 
and water were the medicines the^ craved, and 
their landlord procured them, both in delicious 
plenty, at the South-epd of his dwelling^. 

The station they occupied, (ii> a i^eeiug 
s^nse) put them in possession of ^ noble $we.e{> 

of country. Indeed Mr. L — , assured 

them it contained a portion of niua p^ifi^s ; 
immediately belo^v, lay the valley t^at held 
the Dpon, at the woody ^xtr^xtiity xrf ivbi«)|, 
the green knolls began to* swell, bearing away 
into ruder hillocks, and thence into stout brown 
hills y beyond which, the blue mountains of 
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Galloway bounced up, and, like an aznre 
frame, girt in the whole. Amid all this yariety 
of optical possession, however, the eyes of our 
pilgrims soon condescended and settled upon— 
as the principal messuage, or manor of the 
heart, that spot 

** Amaog the bonny win^Qng banks 
Where Dooa rins wimptin' dear, 

Where Bruce anoe nil'd the martial ranlu 
An' shook the Carrick tpear, '* 

The sun* by this time had outrode about a 
quarter of his round, so the dew being still 
upon the rise, cased the surrounding objects 
in that misty haze, which makes eyen beauty, 

more beautiful. — ^Mr. L , gazed and 

talked like an agi*icultrist. — ^The Linker, who 
had a trifling turn for drawing, like an artist; — 
while that rousing spirit of the West, Jinglin 
Jock, with the roar of a rhymster, and soul 
of a true Bumonian devotee, cried out, — 
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BelMU **wMCo^*» pbdns Md felby 

** Her moorsy red-brown, wi' heatker belli; 

**^ Her banks and braes, her dens and deOs, 

** Where glorious WaUace, 
" Aft bwe the gree, as sloiy tells, 

*< Frae Soathem 



f < At WaUace' name, what Seottish blood, 
" But boils up hi a spring-tide flood, 
'^ Aft hare our fearless Csthei's strode , 

"ByWaOaoe'Mde, 
** Still presring onward, red-wat shod, 

"Or glorious dy*d. 

** O, sweet are Collars hanghs and woods, 
** When Utttwhites channt amaog the buds, 
^ An' jinkin hares in amorous whids, 

'' Their loves enjoy; 
" While thro" the braes the cushat croods 

** Wi wailfu' ciy.- 

Notwithstanding this grand and gloriouB 
4hew; and, moreover, to aid it, a band of 
snmmer's sweetest mnsicians, had formed a 
little brake, at the bottom of the garden, into 
a complete orchestre, and were adding music 
to the entertainment : — ^We, say, notwith- 
standing i|ll this, Edie, continued throughout. 



quite a musing thing, a perfect monosyllable 
man, and about the middle of John^s recita-* 
tion be aetuaUy sIubII^ away into the house 
^ like a boasted cat frae the cream/ The drag 
to this mystical removal, proved a most nou- 
rishing morsel for conjecture,— one, co;iceived 
it might procee4 from the st^te of his stomach ; 
another, that Uie servant lassie might have a 
hand, or more properly, a face in the affair, 
while the thirds spoke of looking into an alma- 
nack, as a sure way of coming at the causes' 
They, however, jointly agreed in this ; that 
from the features, and whole coun^tenance of 
the case, there was, undoubtedly, some most 
confounded ^ wbap in the rape.^ 

Half an hour's patience, Brought a solution 
to ^leir riddle; for, as they were inarching 
homeward, by the landlord's oommandmetttv 
to ifH^>eet the breakfast table ; they enebnntenid 
the «M puxzling pilgrim iipon the thvesfabM, 
saliy^og ou4 with n letter in his baivdy i^nd 
chaunting to the air of Gil Morice : 
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I 

Whar' >«i]l I get a bontiy boy 

My erruidtfoir to tin, 
WUl hie hiimtQ the next post io^ 

An' slip tlds letter in. 

'' The fient a fit lUie/' said John, '' shall 
boy or man either rin on sic An errand, till we 
see what he's running wi'." So saying, he 
pounced upon the epistle, made it his prey, and 
marched with it in triumph to' At breakfast 
table; observing (after he had discovered how 
matters stood there) that, as they had the bit 
blink on their ban' aHween the masking an' 
out-pouring, and while the ham was singing 
itser savory, tbey^ souM hear what,, an' on 
whom, their biily Bdie had been wairing his 
wit. — "As Fm u yerthly creature**, he ex- 
claimed, opening tlie lietter, and feigning 
great astonishment, " of a sound and sober 
mind, an' in the full enjoyment of ray facul- 
ties, its a lay o' love! — Tslke your seats 
frien's,— dight your noses^— spit out and speak 
to the dogs, — for there mauna^ be a word o' this 
drowned in a hoast>.iMr worried in the growl o' 
a colly : — attention : — * 



r.:rc^...jAi 
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Dear Ann, npon thU haUowed eartii^ 
Thalgsre the Bard of OrfU bMu 

I tak' my pen aa' ink, 
A lonng line or twa to write. 
An' on this rhyme4ttqpiring sile 
It cannot miaa fanft clink. 
AUho* ye ken Tm little gi'en 

Your praiaes to rehearse. 
An' tho' 1 be aa seldom seen 

To lonae my hnit in verse ; 
Yet here laas-it's queer lass- 

A thing ye*d scarce suppose— 
J tell ye, in fell me, 

Icanna mak it prose. 

In wrangling wi* the warl*, or when 
Vm getting fiin wi* fimny men, 

Ye*re whyles foigotten a wee ; 
But gie me half a musing hour- 
Then as the bee flies to the flower. 

So hies this heart to thee. 
We a', nae doubt, are fasht wi' flaws 

That shed us fine perftction, 
Tho' some wi' airts, like plaister saws 

Can smuggle th^ infection. 
Awa' ye, foul fa' ye. 

That wear a fiainted skin. 
Write chapters, o' raptures. 

When a* is caifld within. 
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I wiana My, i& case I Ik, 
That yc'rc by £» the fiurcst ilie 
That ere wm in creatkw. 
Nor will I My in Tirtoe either 
That a' that's gane waa hot a blether 

To thy immMiilation. 
Bat this I'il iay» beeanae its true. 

In mind aawell aa make, 
Toa*ye charma, yoor Edie's heart, my dov. 

To Iceep as weel as take. 
There's mur ways, and hsr ways. 

To tak* an honest heart 
Than winkin's and jingkin's, 

O* beanty spic*d wi* art. 

An' tho* atween us, bonny Ann, 
There*s waters, wuds, an' mickle Ian* 

In pasture an* in Tittle. 
Tho' day by day I'm doom'd to see 
Fair Isssins wi' a pauky e*e 

Woa*d mak your gutcher Idttle ; 
Yet there*s a bit *neth this breast bane. 

The dearest portion in*t, 
Whare framed in treasured days are gane, 

lliy image lies in print. 
This shiel's me, this steelr me, 

'Gainst ony ither flame. 
An' renders a' genders 

To me the vera same. 



^6.- 
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OAnny, liifts, what wou'd I gie 
To catch the sinrkle o' thy e*e 

Anumg thae baaka an' braes, 
Wbare Coila's Bard wou'd aften rote, 
Burninf wi' poetry an' lore* 

Or raving o'er hia waes. 

nieuy aa ye sang ha atweetest aan^. 
They voice nude's sweeter still; 

I'd lay me on the sward alang, 
An* diinic o^ joy my fill. 

O! this lass, war bless lasa; 
But now It canna be. 

Adieu, then, be,tmetheDy 

To EDIE OCHILTR^. 



Edie^s enraptured, together, with Miss 

L *s excellent entertainment, being by 

patience and perseverance, respeciiTely heard 
and eaten to an end. The precious moments, 
too, that lie (like a honey moon) on the out 
edge of a pleasant repast, (and which, by the 
bye, might, not improperly, be called the honey 
moments of masticating) having been elDTect- 
ively occupied by the perfortt^rs, in hatching 
a plan, for the purpose of fillin'g up the peri- 
od, that lay betwixt then* and dinner time ; — 
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a^eable to which, they pi*oceedefl ddVri 4he 
before-mentioned slope, to meet the Dodn; 

The spot that fbrmed the grbiind woils 4t 

this meeting* ; was a lar^e ^reen holm, beaoU-' 

fully selvaged on the tinwatered ^Ide whb 

woods. At its lower extrenlity; the riVetf 

taking a sudden bend, broadened atid deeped- 

ed into a wheel, oft the breast of Whii^h, ft 

salmon cobble, or currach swam, into* Whieli^ 

they instantly got, and almost as instantly; 

that teiidei*est strain of melodious sorrow, * the 

banks and bfaes o* Bonny Doon,** arose froni 

the well manned cobble, at a pitch, that un^ 

ijuestionably laid the echod of a Scotch mile, 

under contribution ; though, I question ff 

their hearers, would haye thought they Weire 

within cry of an opera house. The younger 

■fHf, L > , whose mind had a classidftl 

cast, cMipared them to Venetian gondcAiers- : 

John, with his turn for the rural, to a nestftt* 

o* whin linties ; while Edie, hazarded a fear, 

that a grazier would' have taken them for a 

eartfu' o' calves. 



19% A ^PILORIMAGE TO 

At Ihe termiDation of this cobble concert, 
their hanbonioos exertions, the heat of noon, 
and, last and largest, the liying embers of yes- 
ternights debauch, fired them with such [a 
craving for coolness, that unsheathing them* 
selves like ^bedward bairns* they took the 
water like otters ; spluttered about like frogs 
in a well; then landed, and decked themselviBir 
again, as chatteringly happy, as a gang of 
geese by a horse pond. 

Refreshed, and much inspirited, (if Bot 
inspired) by their toss into << the waters under 
the earth ;'* they moved lightly up the meadow, 
and by the guidance of their agricultural en- 
tertainer, entered into the aforementioned 
skirting wood ; the trees of which, being tall, 
and thick set, excluded, for the most part, the 
waylaying brier, the incommoding hazel, or 
the stubborn sloe; though, here and there, 
close by the river edge, the large trees, stood 
back, as in reverence, to allow the rose and 
woodbine to entwine in all their characteristic 
and classical embrasures. 
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^* First in a wood, and last in a ford/* said 
Edie, getting ahead, tod making thci boughs 
clang behind him. ** Thae auld proverbs are 
fine bits of portable philosophy! for helping a 
man cleyerly through the world.*' 

** Selfish ttioagh Edie/* returned John 
'^ like the men they make. Indeed I mind an 
auld Scottish Sonnet,-a sort of rhyming bunch 
of proverbs, that, if Burns* ' Advice to a 
young Friend^ may be called a mould to make 
men by, with equal equity it may be titled 

A RECIP£ FOR MAKING A SCOTSMAN. 

If ye wouM leara the lair that makt 

A cliklbtith iler an* feUf man* 
Give ear mito the ^redd o* ftne 

That's dreeM the dug himaer, ma&. 

Gie gentle words to gentle^Iks, 

An* ho V aye to your hetters ^ 
Keep your ain han* at your ain hiUik, 

Nor £uhwi* frenunit matters. 

i 

Id era^king W camstaiiry ehiels 
Or dealing wJ* 
k2 
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IWm caagkMflk citi>Ut w<or4» 
Nor itnik till ye be stradKen. 

At markets, fairs, or ony part 

Whare roan* the yOl is han^in^. 
Leak like the lare bill in yov^heArt . 
Be ye a bargain planning. 

Bot neyer bargain at a word 

Por either horse or wife, man ; 
T4 tety riM the me ft iitDBih or miir,^ 

&' the ither, a' your life, mtn. 

Right canny let thy cracks ay be. 

But eaniuer be thy bode, man ; 
Let cantlon ay be sib to thee. 

An* icMon be-thy road, man. 

Sae will'yc soon get gear, to' syne 

Ye'U soon get Men's ane#, man ; 
For men are like the miie, they rin. 

Ay whare the gimals fii', man. 

As John was cfiidtDf Ms rt^yii^UijBf Recipe, 
they came upon the pleasantest spot of wood- 
land they had yet seen. The hawthorn and 
hoUy^ clustering together, while, here and 
there, handfols of ransbiiie sqa^iiiig through 
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the luxuriant foliage, and dancing upon th^ 
deUo^te i^opd powers, formed a spot, of sucb 
•olitary sweetness, that the school boy had 
instinptiv^ly Ipoked aboi^t him for the nest of 
ihQ blackbird, or straying lovers, had settle^ 
upon, as a proper sanctuary for breathing 
tenderest vows in. — A little onward, a well of 
wat^r, slumbering in chrystal] purity, at the 
root of a huge holly, interestingly companion- 
ed with its narrow red line of winding foot; 
patk, a^nouno^d to our pilgrims, (he vicinity 
of a cattage, tl^p inhabitant of whiQb> Mr. 

L-^-T > described, as a iqost i^genioOs and 

amusing character : a few^steps brought ^em 
. to its door, and ^ halloo from Mr. L— — — , 
soon brought its idmate before then;!. 

r ' , ; 

He was a middle siized map, w^h the look 
of one about half way through, the world, or 
rather half way through life, as he had no 
marks of the wocld upon him. His features 
were of a Romiah cut,-*r-high ^nd thin, and 
each point thereof, wa$ tipt vrith active intel- 
ligepce. Not, however, that dry critical kind 

k3 
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of it, before which, one feeb Ihe necessity of 
patting a bar and steelyard upon the atter« 
ance, that each word may be weighed in its 
passage; but, that frank communtcatiTe 
knowledge, before which, the thoughts run 
rompbhly loose. 

They soon discoyered him, to be a most 
2ealous and enthusiastic botanist. His gar^ 
den, or nursery, seemed cut out of the bowels 
of the wood, like the settlement of an American 
backwoodsman, and his cottage stuck in the 
middle thereof, like a large white gourd or 
pumpkin, swelling ^mong its green leayes. 
Indeed, hb premises might, with great pro* 
priety, be called a vegetable hotel ; for, there 
natiyes of all nations, were seated most bro- 
t)ierly together, drinking of the same dews, 
and dancing to the piping of the same breeze^ 



An anecdote they bad from this 
planter, is of itself, sufficient to illustrate the 
excellent qualities of his heart. A. Browur 
beech, and one who was a chief among his 
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tribe ; had, at one time thtown his arms wo 
wantonly abroad, as to shadow, and injure 
considerably, seyeral others, of a different 
family, that grew within his readi : after deli- 
berating upon the extent of those extending 
injuries, he condemned him to the ax ; saying, 
*^ why cumbereth thou the ground.*' Taking up 
fais instrument of execution, he went forth to 
finish his award, but when he came to where 
the noble spoiler stood, waving away in all his 
brown majesty; like Balaam before the en- 
campments of Israel, he had not power withal, 
to lift his hand* Eril reports, however, thick- 
ening against this vegetable invader, he again 
sallied forth, and again returned, as before. 
At last, when further forbearance had stamped 
him, tyrant to the oppressed ; he rushed forth 
at full speed, that his purpose might not cool,—- 
shut his eyes, when he drew near, — groped 
his way to the oflfender's trunk, and ere he 
opened them, gave him a few irreparable 
gashes ; then, slowly, with a sigh to each 
stroke, finished the work of justice. 



Ki 
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They ^9P^y hoif ever, that ^s uopom^ii 
affection for tfaie g^een tribes of the ear^, W{^ 
|ipt incompatible with a dispositijon obliging 
and free, to such an excess, that tfi praise a 
plant, ^as to pat it in the praiser*s offfsr, and 
to covet, was most positively to possess : ap- 
cordingly they might haye carried o^ ^ad 
ih^ stowage and hearts stUowed thein, loads 
of his fair familfps. As it was, thf^y apcept^, 
Mfith thank9, as a most appropriate presept, (o 
bear from DQon-side, a youDg sensitive plant. 

Parting from the Doon^side botanist, and 
bis paradisical premises; the party bent ^h^ir 
way towafds the Steading. A low inward 
grumbling, (which, by the bye, is an excellent 
dinner bell) was their adviser to return, and 
a wise one it was. 

During dinner^ or rather ^t fhe £»g end 
thereof, when £die*s mouth w^p b^ginpiiig to 
get again into the service of Jpiis iQii)il ; in 

putting questions to S|r. L — , tquphipg 

his personal, or reported knowledge, respect- 
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ingdwcharaeters in those parts, that Barns 
had dignified or damned ; he elicited the fol- 
lowing anecdote, concerning the merry, mad^ 
but immortal Tam o^ Shanter. He, (Thomas) 
vas going home, or rather attempting to flo 
so, one night, from an alehouse at some dis- 
tance, pretty mudi in that state, in which he 
faced the deYil. On reaching, with exertions, 
that were not paying a cote-house by the way 
side ; he was so o'er-mastered with drink and 
drowsiness, that, stowing himself into the 
garden hedge, as well as he could, he soon 
fell fast asleep. The cottager, a douce decent 
christian, coming'outia a little, to where the 
famous Thomas lay, for the purpose of oiFering 
up his evening petitions ; had got through his 
wants, together with a few of his wishes, &c. 
when, as he was putting up a word, anent an 
old sioiLs relative, from whose testament he had 
expectations ; took occasion to say, ^ That as 
he had baith dreed the span an* the inch, and, 
moreover, drunk an' drained the cup to the 
dregs, be might be allowed to depart :* ^' Never 
in tikne,*' cried Tam, half awakened with the 
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I. 

word, depart. ^^ NeTer y/rV a toom oaup ;-^ 
just another stoup Lady, an* then let^s ken 
ivhat we're doing.*' 

On the light wings of ^ drink and daffin/ 
* the moments winged tlieir way with pleasure/ 
until our pilgrims found it necessary to resume 
their progress. Every earthly sweet, indeed, 
hath its sour ; the largest and longest things, 
even matrimony, hath an end, and all terres- 
trial rapture, like seeds : — 

*' Eveiiy let lit keep uid hoard them as we will. 
Still shoot out into sorrow." — 

In truth, the most of nature's laws, have 
much of the determined, dogged charaoter of 
the Modes and Persians in them ; no case, 
even, of the most roaring necessity, can stay 
their execution, or, no bribery subvert their 
effect ; and, the only man in the long history 
of the world, who may be said to have got out 
a bill of suspension against their operation ; 
was Joshua, the son of Nun. Seldom indeed. 
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does the inarch of moments, keep exact time 
ivithbur wishes; — ^too slow for anticipation^ 
and too quick for enjoyment. Sadly, therefore, 
on the present occasion, was their march out 
of step with the feelings of our wanderers, as 
their looks sufficiently witnessed. — Edie, who 
hath one ot those squat, firm built feces, that 
will not lengthen, twisted iia little to the one 
side, to give it a melancholy cast ; John, on 
the other hand, whose features are excessively 
portable, and equally qualified for being ga* 
thered up like a purse^moiitb, or spread abroad 
like a pillow slip, had his spread to their 
most dismal extent; whilcf, the Linker, with 
the skin of his cheeks sucked in amongst 
his teeth, and his head drawn down betwixt 
his shottjders, gave his slip of countenance, 
seeing his upper garment was green, the ap- 
pearance of a long rag spread upon a thorn 
fouHsh. — Such were the countenances, through 
wluch, our pilgrims sighed their farewell, to 
the honest tacksman of B , and the 

other members of his household. 
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Nothing worth a Qeatence b^ppea^d, or 
scarcely a sentence fell from oar pUgriip^, till 
they entered the town of Maybole; mounted 
in their usual manner, — Edie^ occupying the 
right, or whip-hand side of the gig ; John, 
the left, with the Long I^d stuek in the vdidr 
die like a w«dge, or a telescope hetwi^t two 
globes. — ** Hech,** quoth the Jing)er» oo 
entering the town, with that sort of half «%h> 
that one gives, when looking badk upon *^ d^ys 
are done,^^ *<Its mony a lang day sinc^ 
last I saw the aold town of Minoybole, (tuI* 
garly so called) . — ^Mark that big stane-bigging 
to the right there, lads ; that's the tower, whar' 
the fisimous, but frail countess o* Oassilles was 
sae lang oavied up in, like a hen that lays awa% 
and thae stane countenances sticking out frae 
the wa' there, like as mony sheeps heads, are 
said to be representatiTes of her fifteen tink- 
ler paramours/' ^^ TheyVegrusome like tykes," 
said Edie, ^^ and unca unseemly looking com- 
rades for a countess." *'The Lads" returned 
Jock, ^^ never made ony girt brag o* their 
beauty, as we learn per ballad: — 
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'*' O we ware fifteen weel made men, 
Altho' we were na' bonny." 

But, Edie, ye soii'd ken that iti' some folk, 
gentle as well as semple, qUaAtHy, often gangii 
afore quality/* — ** I have heard a story told," 
said the Linker, edging his word Idee his body, 
hetwiit the two :— '' And I belieye it standetb 
on the faitti of soothfiost witnesses: — How 
fiiat one of the late ^ails of Cajdsilles, got his 
mouithlratberanpleaiBaiitlyshut, with that adnte 
Johnny Faa. One M^Queer, a fiddler in 
these parts, (0, man^ somewhat ctmning .in his 
art) had a daughter df sudi exceeding fairness, 
that she kindled the love of an fingllsh lord, 
to that nnbearahle degree, that he was fain to 
make het.hi^ lady. Some time after this, my 
lord and his lady, at a ball, or other musical 
entertainment, chanced to encounter lord Cas- 
stUes, at which time and place, i^ letter was 
so completely outdidne by the two f(Mrmer, 
tifat loosing comntand of bimi^elf, he, in the 
fever-heat of his enviotis ra^, could not help 
Whispering to the EnglidHfian, as the musi^ 
cians irere playing one of the Mdl«rs old air«^; 
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^' M'Queer played that tune well;" '^yes^ 
, yes/' replied the other, with most provokiDg 
temper, ^' pretty so, so, but he was roost excel- 
lent at the gipsy laddie.** 

An angle in. the road, a few miles to the 
West4>f Maybole, laid before our wayfaring 
men, at one sweep, the long deep vaUey of the 
Girvan ; its tall green hilly harriers gashed 
with glens, and patohed with plantations, 
widening at their Western extremity, lets out 
the eye upon a considerable portion of the 
frith of Clyde, in the centre of which rises the 
singular isolated and stupendous oraig of 
Ailsa, appearing, from its. circular form, the 
bud of a young world, bursting away from the 
teeming sea. 

The eye of the Cturrick Carle having dropt 
into^he fair and fertile strath -of his native, 
stream^ suddenly picked up a slip of its dear** 
est scenery, flung it into, the memory, theme* 
mory to the feelings, the feelings to the heart; 
while the heaii in its wantonness, giying the 
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ribs a rousing thump, made its possessor bolt 
upright, from betwixt his brethren, like a mast. 
Making himself fast to the yehicle with his 
left hand, after the manner of a baek stay ; 
his right, like a flag in unsettled winds, 
kept shifting and bohbing about, as he 
apostrophised, and hailed the darling ohgects 
of his earliest recollection. ** Bear with me, 
men and bretheren, bear with me,^* said he, as 
the others ivere grumbling at the bumps he 
was bestowing upon them, at each rut in the 
road. ^* John, ye had your daft-day on Irvine 
side ; ye had yours Edie, on the Doon, and I 
iqaun, hae mine, by Girvan's fairy haunted 
stream. WeVe a* birds o* ae brood my lads, 
an^ every dog maun hae his day. Do ye see 
a steeple yonner, spearing up frae amang the 
massy trees, like the stately lily frae a bed o* 
thyme ?^* *^ Ay,'' said John, '^ or rather like the 
heft o' a muck fork, frae a midden-stead. But 
what about steeples. Linker, for trouth, wi' 
you it will be a wonner, gif they're kippled wi' 
the Kirk :" ^< John," said Edie, interfering, 
f^ I crave that according to the Linker's last 
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orthodox doctrine, anent dalEfin/' he be allow* 
ed, till we leave this water side, to word or, 
work cleanly nonsense, to whattength^ breadth, 
and depth he likes : — what wast ye War g^un 
to say Mr. Merryman ?" " merely a word or 
iwa touching the feelings that fill us on glow- 
ring after lang absentee, at the spots that hae a' 
had o* the memory^s ^'benmost bore,** but 
Jockos vile muck fork, has ted them out o' a* 
gathering. Howsomever, I daresay, I nlin^the 
best feck o^ a ffang, that comes gay near my 
present estate ^ sae Edie, gif ye^U quat crack* 
ing your whip sae loud, an* if Jock will gie 
owre the ^ mucking o* Oeordies byre,* 1*11 try 
an' let ye hear*t. — 



At last there streeks my native stratli^ 
Aneth the redening light ;— 

O ! monf a hitter clay's gane hy^ 
Sin' last I saw this right. 

An* mony a time thy stately trees,. 

Hae leal*d in the summer sun 
As often has Noremher's fireese 

Loused a' to the Winter wun\— 
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An' monjr a gaUiviit family, 

Sin' last my howff was hf re. 
By fortune*s fell, an* fickle blast's 

Been scattered far an' near. 

O ! whare are a' the bonny bairns 

I left upon the knee ? 
I'll no ken them, now firae the frem, 
I Nor yet will they ken me. 

The husie that I Wed first. 

The young thing I lo'ed weel ; 
Was then a fiiir bud on yon bank. 

An* span at her mitber's wheel. 

I reckon'd thee than, Jessie, my ain, 

Steeve trysted for gude an* a'. 
But the grapple o* our green hearts 

The warl likes to scnif awa. 

It*8 Strange what the tear an' wear 

O' time to ns baith has done 1 
An' thy name, Jessie, comes to my ear 

Uke Ihe south o' i^ pleasant tune. 

# 

By this time the sun had almost run him- 
self aground. <^ Day and nighi/' to quote 
from one of Edie^s unpublished essays/^^ like 
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good and evil, hold alternate noons over this 
earth; and, though on each summer morn, 
the black witch and her brood, (like ignorance 
in the Augustian age) seem buried for ever in 
oaves and coal pits ; yet, in process of time, 
'she again ventureth forth, peeping first from 
her den with a howlefs eye, to mark if her 
fiery enemy be gone, then, she creepeth into 
the hollows and glens, anon, she walketh 
more boldly. forth to the vallies and plains, 
and at last, like the Goth on the seven hills of 
the world's metropolis, she holds her revels on 
the mountain top.'^ A Scotch day, however, 
under the influence of the dog-star, cannot 
with truth,' be said to be much pestered with 
the black witch. Her domain seems then un- 
der the regency of her gentle daughter ; a 
sort of cross-breed betwixt her a^nd Day ; a 
mild kind of mulatto ; a sweet girl of colour, 
that has almost as many lover|, as her father. 

'.M Aa light^V according to -^akiespeare, 

< '^b^gan tb thipken ;** ar, according 40 Edie, 

as the witch began to peep from her pit, they 
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drove into the Tillage of Dailly. The Linker 
not willing, at that hour, to make himself 
known to the familiars of his father's house, 
lowered himself down into his former birth; and 
drew his bonnet over his eyes in a way tba^ he 
might spy thenatives, without their recogoiKing 
the spy er. Swarms of children, (an ingredient 
as common and necessary tou village, as bar- 
ley to Scotch broth) were occupying the play« 
ground of the Linker's childhood, as mnbli 
Strangers to him as the swarms of midges that 
danced around them.-^It was, in all likeli-j 
hood, their last game for the night, though 
actively performed as the first. — Merry 
liitle elves, like a day at the equinoic, they 
have no drowsy twilight, but drop at once from 
the meridian of their mnrth, often catcbed by 
sleep, in the very posture of play, with the 
chuckle of their last fun, stiffened upon their 
chubby cheeks. 

About the middle of the village,^ they ob^ 
served a short, stuffy-looking old man, with a 
fishing-rod in his hand, enter a cottage. 

l2 
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There^' said the Linker, ^^ goes as harmless 
a little spirit as ever was closed in day ; al- 
though many a tinae Hughie has committed re- 
gicide, if the salmon, according to.Smollet, 
be the monarch of the flood. His mode, and 
mannec of living, are rank curiosities. Hav- 
ing no property or possession on the earth, 
he makes pretty free with the inhabitants of 
the heavens above, and the waters beneath. 
It's well worth ^ a pint an' giir to hear him 
speak o' some o' his fishing days amang the 
mossy lochs that lie, ^ behind yon' hill whare 
Stincher, flows.' ^' I was owre at the Loch 
side," I have heard him say ^^ afore ye'd kent 
a whittrit frae a wfaaup ; there was a fine pirl 
out frae the Wast, wi' a sma' smurr o' rain, 
an', as sure's I'm sayin't, they set up their 
heads like harrow tins louping at the very 
knots o' the line. Od I wapped them out at 
every throw wi' backs like taids, an' wames 
like the yellow goud ; the sma'est o' them a 
span ; an' some o' them like your shakle 
bane; gif the win had na faun an' the cluds 
rackit, I cou'd hae cram'd a kist wi' them 
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afore dark.'* At a certain season, he takes a 
voyage to the Craig of Ailsa, bringing home 
a precious load of sea fowls, which, he calls 
'^ Ailsa cocks, Ketty wakes, petties, and So- 
lon geese ; the most of which, he plucks and 
pickles by as a mart for Winter use. He used 
to make them generally eatable with broth, to 
which he gave most uiitempered praise as the 
glory of eatables. In this commendation, 
though often pressed thereto, I could neyer 
join ; indeed, Hughies' broth-day, was long 
a fearful day to me ; however, I got my noscj 
at last, to tolerate the mess, but could never 
get my mouth to go the same length. Poor 
old Hughie, God bless ye ! thou'rt a rich 
man, compared with many Lords. Thou 
taught this hand to plet snoods, cast the fisher's 
knot, spin lines, whoop hooks, and busk flies. 
May thy set line ne'er be fanked wi' eels, or 
thy cast line catch on allers ; may the cocks 
and ketties fa' before thy cudgel, aye, and 
may they smell under pickle to thy heart's con- 
tent. — Blest " be thy basket, and thy store, 
kail and potatoes." 

l3 
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While the Linker, was thus driying away 
at his village anecdotosi ; Edie, at his animali 
aDdy by the time that day had driyen, so com- 
pletely out of Heayen, that the only vestige 
of him visible, was, the dark red heel of bis 
Morrocco slipper, flourished above the mull of 
Kintire ; they came before the gates of that 
dwelling, where the Linker, in his assurance, 
and confidence • of kindness, had quartered 
them for the night. It was, moreover, the 
identical dwelling, in which he had commen- 
ced his '^ muling and puking;^' consequently, 
he issued, (under toleration, according to 
paction,) a pretty considerable sum of hailing, 
and apostrophising speech, checked, however, 
about ^^ mid volley,'^ by the appearance, and 
hearty welcome, of the honest house-holder, — 
another born brother of their Doon-side hosts, 
who bachelorised it, after the same fashion, 
with another sister. — And though he might not 
have the picture of friendship, sociality, and 
loving kindness, painted so strongly and broad-* 
ly over the vents of the spirit, as had his 
elder brother ; it was not because he had no 
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•uch lodgers wttbiiv that their effigies were 
not set out, as the nigbt aod day they spent 
in his neighbourhaod fully demonstrated. . 

The indoor part of this eyening, with our 
merry men> went by without ^sang/ thougb^ 
certainly not without /clatter.' The Linkjer, 
had much to ask, touching the births, bridals, 
and burials, that had respectively gladdened, 
maddened, and saddened the parish, since lu^ 
disappearance ; while his entertainers, on the 
other hand, had much to answer, and much 
4ikewisp to enquire. On the whole, this night, 
though less madly merry than the former, had 
more the appearance of a regular rejoicing ; 
seeing, that the question, answer, and narra- 
tive of the former familiars, kept blazing 
away, like right and left firing, yirhile the 
broad lusty jokes of John and Bdie, burst in 
at intervals, as great guns, drowning with 
their roar, the small arms, and making the 
roof and rafters quiver with their rebound. 

A little on the ^yaup side o* supper time,' the 
l4 
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JiDgler, as was his wont, stole out upon the 
night, to marjk how the elenients rested, and 
overhaul his feelings for the day. — There is, 
in spite of all that hath been said, and written 
to the contrary, not a few points of resem- 
hlanee, betwixt the man of imagination, and 
him of trade and traffic. As thus : — ^The man 
of money, when the day is done, generally 
gathers himself up a space over his books, and 
till, to arrange the sundries, that the doings 
of the day has thrown upon him ; after the 
same fashion, the man of metre, takes to him- 
self, a few moments, at the star lighting 
hour, to arrange the objects and images, his 
mind hath purchased, and glance over the 
ideas and reflections that these have bred : 
the trader posts his transactions into the 
ledger, and stows his treasure into bags ; the 
other, jots his transactions in his scrap book, 
and extends his sweet sensations into song : 
the former, in his visions of the night, circum- 
navigates the globe with a tea ship, or bears 
down the Atlantic in the cradling of a rum 
brig ; — the latter, in the un tethered sweep of 
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his midnight soul, plays with the planets like 
pebble, girdles the earth with his hand, or 
toasts himself a Welsh rabbit,' on the left 
limb of the sun. — There is, however, it must 
be allowed, a trifling disparity in the iresults ; — 
The day-work and dreams of the one, leaiding 
to a red nose, round belly, aAd riohes ; the 
other, to books, booksellers, bare bones, and 
a broken heart ; yet, — 

' O* a^ the thoughtleas sons o' man, 

* Coounend me to the Bardie clan ! 

* Except it be some idle plan 

*0* rhyming clink, 

* The divel ha'et, that I sou'd ban, 

* They ever think, 

' Nae thought, nae view, nae wbeme o' tirin, 

* Nae cares to gie us joys or grierin, 

' But just the pouch to put the nieve in 

* And while oughts there ; 
' Then heltie skeltie we gae scrievin 

* An* fairti nae miur/ 

While Jock -was watching, with heedless 
eye, the outset of the great bear, a bat hap- 
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pened to come betwixt thenny the familiar 
itttter of whose wiDf^, driving the dnst off 
some of his long laid up feeliDgs, with which, 
its gloaming ranges were assodated ; made 
him pat forth, with the assistance of three 
pln<Aes of Uach rappee, the ensuing metrical 
questions, in — 



A BALLAD TO THE BAT. 

ThoQ queer sort o' bird-or tlxw beast— 
rm a Inrate if I ken whUk'a thy titde.- 

WlMure gang ye wban monung eomea Eait ? 
Or how get ye water or vittle? 

Tbtm hast lang been a fairley to me 
An' a droU ane as e'er I inspeckit. 

How is nature deUTered & tliee f 
I 8»y things art thou IcittUt orcledtit f 

By ny banes, it leuks right like a lie, 
Forto any> that without e*cr a feadter; 

A creature sou *d ofRir to flee. 
On twa or three inches o* leather ! 

The songster that says thou art sweet. 
Or rooses thy fashion or featnew, 
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Maim be bUn' as the loles o* hia feet. 
Or, hae unca queer notions o' neatness. 

Yet, at e^en, whan the flower had its fill 
O' the deWy an' was gathered thegkfaer. 

Lying down on its leaf, saft an' s^U 
Like a babe on the breast o' its mither; 

Then, we aft hae forgether^d, I trow. 

When my baek 'gainst the biik buss was leaning; 
As my e'e raked the Heavens* deep'ningblue. 

In search o* the sweet star o' e'ening. 

For its glint, tauld my ain kindly Kate, 
That her laddie was down in the planting; 

Sae I lo'ed thee, as ane lo'es the fireet 
That proffers the weather they're wanting. 

It's no aye the love warst to bear. 
That sticks in the bosom the strongest; 

It's no aye the gaudiest gear. 
That lies in the memory the longest 

Even those scenes, that enrapture us much. 

Are stUl to some former a.hint ; 
For, beauty itself cannot touch. 
Unless there be sympathy in't. 
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The constitaeot members of the pilgrimage, 
being again embodied, having supped, and 
as * candles burnt to bedward ;^ John proceed- 
ed to deliyer his ballad. — Now supper, to 
tell the truth of it, is pretty much to the facul- 
ties, what a poultice is to the flesh ; seeing, 
that the latter when applied to a bodily injury, 
neyer fails, if here be an ounce of humour in 
the animal, to briiig it to a suppuration ; so the 
former, in a special manner, when largely 
applied, tendeth, if there be any drowsiness 
lurking about the brain, to ripen it to a 
slumber. It ought not, therefore, to be held 
as an astonisher, that Edie, whose limbs were 
sufficiently jaded, and whose senses were well 
soaked with poppy, should have given a sort 
of chorusing yawn to each stanza, and to the 
last, a deep nose note, by way of finale. 
Natural, nevertheless, as this in Edie could 
be proved to be, it did not exactly, to a deci- 
mal, please the deliverer : Indeed, though 
your metre makers pretend to be large and 
lusty admirers of nature^ they have, notwith- 
standing, no admiration for those, who during 
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the reading or recital of their pieces^ show 
any propensity to take their natural rest. He 
received, however, sonie crumbs ^ o* comfort^ 
from the Carrick carle ; — " The. ballad,'^ said 
he, ^^ to be sure, is coarse enough, but 1 like 
whiles to see the ruble work o^ the mind, as 
weel's the ashler, — just as it comes to han% 
rough an^ roun", tare an' tret; though it 
maun be allowed, in exoneration o' Edie, that 
this bulk an'* block gear, canna but be heavier 
than the weel hammered an' handled ware, 
that's tightly finished :" — Jock, \iaving brieiy 
acceded to the above with a grumph, and 
Edie with a groan, evidently raised with much 
exertion, and about half destroyed \r\ the rustle 
of unbuttoning,, and clash of raiment upon 
chair or table ; — on the quieting of whichy the 
scene shut in, like an Episcopalian congrega- 
tion, with a long and loud voluntary from the 
wind organ. 

Jock and Edie, having rather out-slept the 
■fair infancy of the ensuing day, were not a 
iittle surprised, on awaking, to find they had 
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actually lost a member ; not a corporal mem* 
ber, but a member corporate, — the Lang^. 
Linker. On making (to their credit, be it 
said) prompt and diligent enquiry, concern- 
ing the long loss they had sustained, the pro* 
duct of their enquiries stood thus : — He had 
been pereeived stealing -from the chamber, a 
little after the sun left the chambers of the 
East, and that, reckoning from his propensi- 
ties, he was likely to be found wandering by 
the water edge, where he first learnt to swim, 
catch tronts, make se^on boats, bourtree 
guns, and saugh whistles. 

Bearing away by tiieir instructions, the 
couple were just clearing out from the premises^ 
when, the pleasant Toice of a country girl, 
efaaunting an * auld Scotch sonnet,' completely 
changed Edicts course, and moored him beside 
her for the rest of the morning. 

The Jingler, continuing his course, after 
most diligent search, found our Tall Travel- 
ler pondering, right moodily, within the walte 
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i>( a deserted cottage. It was the one in 
wbieb his teens had been exhausted, toge&er, 
irilb those happy and honied days, that eren 
as ourieeiis, return not. He was standings 
when discoTered, with his badi to the wall of 
a small apartment ; resembling, considerably, 
both in station aad look, that domestic piece 
of useful furniture, ^ an aught day clock ;^ 
with his large mushroom eye turned up upon 
the nest of a swallow, who, in the corner 
thereof * had purchased a nest.' John broke 
bis musing with repeating — 

^ ' At the silence of monuog^s contemplative iMur, 

I have mused in a sorrowful mood, 
0*er the wind-shaken weeds that embosom the bower 

Where the home of my fore&tiiers stood*'. 

^^ Ay man, are ye there !'' said the disturbed 
ponderer, ^* I dare say, Jock, ye can rin a 
fit like a slow houn\~r-But look ye here,, ibis 
is the bit whare lang syne I wont to lie ah^ 
. dreun o^ a warl that neveciwas, an' think o«i 
plans that never could be. Is't na a pleasant 
spot ! see what a pretty peep ane has frae the 
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socket o* that ivindow-^r^br the e'e or glass, 
alacky is gane — an* how prettily the sweet 
brier peeps in to see, as it were, its auld 
purse, for it was me that set it. The swal^ 
low« too, bears testimony in favour o* the 
place, for Shakespear says, who knew baith 
man an* beast,^^ 

' Vm gaett of sqnmier does appvoTe, 

By hb loyed iiian«oiiry, that the heaven's breath 

Smells wooingly here ;— 

Where they most breed and haunt, I hare observed 

The air is delicate.' 

Indeed, with regard to the ¥vhoIe winged 
ones,** he continued, ^^ barring always angels 
and insect^, — my knowledge not reac)iing the 
onCj or descending to the other, — I*m bound 
to say, that, not only in the beauty of their 
buildings, but in the choice of sites,, touching 
neighbourhood, exposure, and general indica- 
tions of healthiness, their wisdom is such, that 
I could poise the taste o* the Robin Redbreast, 
against the great Robert Adam; the Willie 
Wagtail, against William Stark, and the little, 
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but laborious Ketty Wren, against her immor- 
tal brother. Sir Kit. 

'^ Verily,'' said John, with a leer that the 
linker could not at first interpret, ^^ the in- 
stinctive good taste of the fowl, frequently 
makes a fool of reason. Indeed, it is asserted 
by some Eastern travellers, that they have 
birds nests there, composed or catered with 
such exquisite taste, that they are absolutely 
eatable, ha! ha! 

Never was the mouth of man more eflfectu- 
ally shut up with an eatable. — ^The replying 
look that John had from him, — wavering be- 
twixt smile and frown, — would have made an 
owl laugh. On their way to the Steading, 
although, 

« -...^ The lark 

Had drawn his little pipe from out hif wing 
And sung away for heaven" 

And though each bower held a band, and each 
band was making music, so matchless, that 

* M 
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hawks liad li»(en«d, and e^en cats purred forth 
praises ; yet, nevertheless, oind notwithstaikdiog 
the Linker opened not his mouth. 

They found Sldie i^ to the knuckles anid 
eorapa of paper» covered, as be said,, with 
•ueUent oU songs ; as < fidging fain' as an oM 
half starved cock would have been in the cantrt 
of a bushd of barley. 

^^ Here wi* your lugs my lads/* he saluled 
them, — ^* see what a morning I hae made oU ! — 
What a bunch o* ^ wood notes wild !' In fact 
I haiQfoun' a ccmpUta nest." ^^ Do ye hear that 
(4Dk^> he'a faun' a nest too,*' said John slily 
wi^ a. wink to hi^ friend — ^^ Let me see— ay«^ 
Thr^o' them/' resumed Gdie, broadening 
himself proudly over his scraps. ^' Three o* 
theni I think, as the disturbers o' ancient dust 
and deeds say, fix with considerable certainty 
their own dates. The first evidently must have 
been composed in the olden time, when the lord, 
the (diieftain» and the knight, were the only 
earthly haiAgs, whose loves^ hates^ battles. 
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and mishaps were deemed worthy of song. 
Their vassels, clansmeu, or serfs, ^ ablins 
might I dinna ken' hae names in those days, 
but were never allowed to have any character, 
far less feelings, save as dictated from their lord. 
In fact, they remind one much o* a modern 
kennel o* dogs ; either fed for hunting and 
fighting, or kept for show, — propogated like 
the cur without love for convenience, and 
killed as deliberately as black cattle, the one 
for feasting, and the other for fun, as the auld 
sang says — 

Awee ayont the da wing glioty 

Begude the bloody fim ; 
But, mony a clangman lang ere noon^ 

Lay gir*iiing in the sua' 

But I'm forgetting the sang in han\ Its ca't— 

SIR ARTHUR AND LADY ANN. 

- Sir Arthur's lofltUAA the aiikd«- 
His boat wears in Ihe frmd- 
An' he's turntd Imn t* a Adr I0OI pagt, 
Wai standing faiitt behind. 

m2 
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Gae hMsae, gme hamej my bonny boy 
An' glad your mothers e'e, 

I hae left anew, to weep an' rue ; 
Sae, there*8 nane maun weep for thee. 

** An' take this to my fitthers ha' 

An' tell him I nuum speed ; 
There^s fifty men in chace o' me 

An' a price upon my head. 

An* bear this to Dunellie's towers, 
Whaxe my lore Annie*s gane. 

It is a locko' my brown hair 
Girt wi' the diamond stane.*' 

*' Donellie, he has daughters five. 

An' some o' them are fair ; 
Sae, how will I ken thy true love 

Amang sae mony there !" 

<< Ye'll ken her by the stately step 

As she gaes up the ha' ; 
Yell ken her by the looko* love 

That peers outo'er them a'^ 

Ye'U ken her by the braid o' goud 
That spreads o'er her e'e bree ; 

Ye'U ken her by the red, red cheek 
When ye name the name o' me. 
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That cbeek souM lain on this breait*baiie— 

Thy hame souM been my ha\— 
Our tree is bowM our flower is dow'd-* 

Sir Arthur's an outlaw.*^ 

He sighed, an* turned him right about, 

Whare the sea lay braid an' wide ; 
It's no to see his bonny boat. 

But A watery cheek to hide. 

The page has doifd his feathered cap, 

But an' his raren hair ; 
An' out there came the yellow locks 

Like swirls o* the gouden wair. 

Syne he's undone his doublet clasp, 

Was o* the gr^ green hue. 
An' like a lily firae the pod 

A Lady^burstln view. 

<< Tell out thy errand now. Sir Knight 

Wi* thy lore tokens a' ; 
If I e'er rin against my will 

It shall be at a lover's ca'." 

Sir Arthur's turned him round about. 

E'en as the Lady spake. 
An' thrice he dighted his dim e'e^ 

An* thrice he stepped back. 



i 
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Bat ae fcUnk •' ber bduqr e'e, 

Ontspake Ms Lady Ana ; 
Ad' he's catdiM her by tlie waiM Me «»* 

Wi' the gripe o' a drownittif naa. 

" O! Lady Ami ^betTtbeeft hardy 
When I thooghC it tbt down ; 

O ! Lady Ann, thy lo?t*i bMfn deep, 
When I diouffht It waa flown. 

" IVe met my lore In the greeftwood- 

My §oe on the brown bill*- 
But I ne'er met wi* anflbt befbre 

Ilikedsaeweel-an'm. 

*' O ! I could make a Qaeen o* thee, 

An' it would be my pride ; 
But, Lady Ann, it's no for thee 

To be an outlaw's bride." 

<' Hae I left kHh an* kin. Sir Knight, 

To turn about an' me ^ 
Hae I sharM win* an* wet wi' tW; 

That I maon leare thee now f 

** There's gowd an* sOler in this ban' 

Will buy us mony a rigg 5 
There's peariings Itt this other ban* 

A stately tower so bigg. 
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<« Tho' thou'rt $a. otttibir frme this Ian' 

The warl's braid an' wide.-- 
Make roonif make looaa, my merry mea, 

For young sir Arthor'i bride !" 

The next is wrought out o* mair hamely 
materials, and evidently lies a lang gate nearer 
our ain day ; when clansmen — throwing by lots 
o* their foolish valour and devotion, and riving 
up the auld deep dauded tether sticks o* 
their allegiance, began to grow into Tacks- 
men, and Lords to dwindle into Lairds. — 
There is, however, I maun say, a smell o* 
the auld Feudal doctrine iiiH via: — That 
Gentlemen sou'd hae their will.— 

THE TOt> IN THE FAULD. 

Sweet sings the blackbird fhie the buss. 

The plover frae the knowes ; 
But ne'er lA young thing after diirk 

Sing loud, loud, wi'heryowes. 

There was a troop o* merry geatlenien 

A riding the way aionp, 
An' ane o' them has riMm aside 

An* awa to the bughts he^^ gone. 
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' O, this 18 a miaty niglit> fux maid. 

And I hae rode astnj, 
Woa'd ye be sae kin' toa meny young man 

As to put him again in his way ?' 

Ye may ride up by yon hill side. 
Your Bteed*s both stout an' strong. 

For out o' the yowe bught I dare na gang. 
For fear that ye do me wrong.* 

He's ta'en her by the waist sae sma% 
An* by the grass green sleeve ; 

He*tf lifted her outowre the bught yett. 
An* ne*er speer'd the lassie's leave. 

* Rise up, rise up,* young man she says. 

Rise up an* get ye gone ; 
Do ye no see your milk white steed 
Eats a* the poor man's com. « 

Get up, get up,' young man she says, 

' Get up, for we maun part, 
I've gane hame in weary sickness aft , 

But ne*er wi* a heavy heart.' 

' I hae a ring on this finger 

It's a' goud but the stone. 
An' I'll gie it to the poor man 

To let my steed eat on. 
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I hae a lore within this breast. 

As waim as weel may be, 
An^ ru gie it to my fur may, 

To dry her drapping e'e,' 

It's slowly, slowly, gaed she hame. 

An' dowie was her sang ; 
But a' that e'er her father siud 

Was ' daughter yeVe tarried lang/ 

* O, it's a dark an' misty night. 

Ye may look out an* see. 
The lambs and yowes, they skipt owre the knowet^. 

An* wou'd na bught in for me. 

There came a tod into the fauld, 

The like ye never saw; 
An' e*er he'd ta'en the lamb he took 
I'd rather he'd ta'en them a'.' 
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About three quarters after this. 
As she drove out her father^s ky. 

Up came a merry gentleman 
An' he blinked the lassie by. 

* Wha's aught the babe ye're wi' ftir may f* 
The bonny lasne she thought shame.— 

She's turned heir red cheek to the grun'— 
' I've a young gudeman at hame.' 

N .. 
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' Sie kmd's I hour ye lie, fair may^ 

Sae lcmd*B I hear ye lie; 
Do ye no mind the misty night. 

Ye were by the bughta wi* me?* 

He Jumped frne hia milk white ateed 

An' let the fair may on ; 
' Cheer np, cheer np, my own true love 

Ye hae win me wi' mony a moan.' 

He*a clad her in the ailk aae saft, 

Wi* a pearl aboon her e'e ; 
An' he's made her the Lady o* his Ian*; 

The pride o' the west countrie. 

The last, is one of those pure hymns of 
Scottish love, that our countrymen for a centu- 
ry past have been famous for ; — The rouo>h, 
rude, out-burst of a passion, strong as the 
rock, and reckless as the wave.-— 



THE GOWAN O' THE WEST 

Gae bring to me a stoop o' wine, 

Gaefillittothee'e, 
That I may drink a deep deq» health 

To her that my heart ia wi'. 
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Gae bring to me a wooer yoath^ 

Tliat I, to ease my wo^» 
May brag my gowan 6* the west 

Against his southern rose. 

She may be gentle thy heart's loTe» 

She may be fair an* fine ; 
But, by the heay'n aboon onr hea^. 

She canna be like mine. 

O ! her cheek's tike the rosy glow 

That mal^ the birdies chid : 
Her e*e is like the light'ning*s lowe 

That gars the heartstring's dirl. 

Her lips are like to cherries twin. 

That grow upon ae shank : 
Her breath>~it beats the simmer win' 

In the lowne o* a flow'ry bank. 

Her neck is like the siller stour 

That bowses frae the linn : 
Her breast— O ! it's a lily bower^ 

That ane wouM fun lie in. 

Awa» awa, ye wooer yoath, 

Tour's may be fair an' fine ; 
But, by the heaven aboon our hendiy 

She caana be like mine. 



MS 
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'< There my boys/* cried Edie in triumph, 

» 

'^ there*9 a blaw for ye ; a reek I may say o 
the soul boiled out firae the blood o' some o* 
our gallant forebears. What think ye o* thae 
alms John that I picked this morning out o* 
" Time's wallet for oblivion ?** 

** Its truly wonnerfu* ,'' replied John, at- 
tempting to look damp, while recollecting 
Edicts base nasal comment oif his bat ballad : 
** Its wonnerfu' to see what some men ware 
their wit on. Why Edie, man, Fse wad ye 
a Duddingston dinner, an* that's a sheep head 
and haggis, that, without either muse or inspi- 
ration, — save an' except a bit tasliBg o' toddy, 
an' half an ounce o' black aff the bean — at ae 
sitting, ril turn ye aff three sangs, will gar 
yours kyth like ' dockens to a tansy.' Excel- 
lent auld sangs ca' ye them ! auld they may be, 
ye may take that wi' ye, but excellent ! O, 
dear — 

Noted tatOf sn! mctt umb; 

Men o* wH an* nwe mMt; 
Gree aft in the mite, an* aye in the main. 
But Oouks hae a gah an* a gatro* their ain. 



TBI LAND OP BURNS. 181 

But what say ye Linker^ to Edie's auM heart 
reeks, as be calls diem ? Whether, think ye, 
are they kin to thae eluds that &' in refireafaing 
showers, or Aem that are scuffed by wi' the 
win,— -mere mnpty vapours ?" 

As the referee was puttio^ on the gaise of a 
sapient oversman; by lodging a few wise 
wrinkles in his front, and rubbing ibem with 
his hand, as if \o feel how they sat ; and, as 
Edie was boring into the silver mine of his not- 
to*be<^named's, in seardi of specie to take on 
John*s bet; breakfast was declared ready, 
from which declaration there instantly sprang 
another; — a declaration of peace. Indeed 
we would ask, not the man, or rather brute, 
of scientific stomach, whose glory lies in 
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Or olio that wou*d sta* a sow.—*' 

But the genuine man of unpolluted palat^ — if 
anything could have been more in unison with 
his nine o'clock crarings, or better fitted to set 
him at ^ peace with all men,* than a snug, neat, 

n3 
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country parlour, lighted up by the morniog 

8U0, gashing his rays through a casement, 

woTen up ivith the sweet brier and the rose, 

and flowering the edge of a fair table cloth, 

that held, not only, all the stone ware and 

stores that usually stand, as chartered things, 

within the walls of the tray; but, surrounded 

with a most extensiTC suburb ; among which,, 

might be numbered, ^ farles crump wi' butter,* 

and Ayrshire's own legitimate bread, * supple 

scones the wale o' food,' while, at intervals, 

like furnace works, smoked plates of savory 

ham, might have smuggled another blessing 

from the old flesh loving Jacob ; or, laid the 

jaws of the great translantic Ben under water. 

Welcomed to all with a sweet smile ; helped 

to all with a fair hand, and pressed to all with 

a sweet voice j — O, meat and drink, but it 

was wonderous fine I 

As our pilgrims rambled by *^ Girvans fairy 
haunted stream,'' while yet the day stood a 
little to the east of noon, they were, as hereto- 
fore, tempted '^ beyond the flowery margin of 



1 
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the flood/' and one of their lives put in fear- 
ful jeopardy ; but, as the incident is recorded 
in rhyme, it is unnecessary to ' prose it.' 



THE PII.GRIMS 

IN THE POOL. 

Ye direUen upon Ginraa tfde» 

Ye men of Carrick all. 
Give ear unto an accident 

That-almostdid befUl. 

It fell upon a Summer day. 
When woods with music rangy 

When erery bush laid out its bloomy 
And every dog his tongue. 

So hot it proved, that a pUr 

Of youths all in a stew. 
When they came to a mighty pool 

Their garments off they threw. 

And hanng thrown their garments offy 
ITiey threw their bodies in. 

As recklessly as rogues who think 
That ioidde's no sin. 

V4 
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. Away they splivdiBdy 9M9y they 4y«h«d» 
Upon the dark deep wheel ;~ 
The one, waaof a oodiah make. 
The other, like an eel. 

The one, he lay, or aooand away. 
As nice as heart could wish ; 

And wantoned with the ware, as if 
n» wt had heen a fish. 

The other, of those waterwights. 
More bones tiban beef had got ; 

So, unto him 'twas greater pain 
To keep those bones sfloat. 

1 like not for to see a thing. 
Of bone compounded chief ; 

As little, for to see a soul 
Quite buried up in beef. 

But yet, in riyer or in sea, 

A creature like a cod. 
Is better off by far than he. 

Made like a fishing rod. 

As they were sporting to and fro', 
With many a swash and sweep. 
The lean lad took it in his head 
* To plumb the gloomy deep. 
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A«44pwii he w«nl U pluaip uid liieer 

As poker cjin^ h«ye gone ;-» 
His brotiinr gave « lieaTf look. 

And passed » bMry gnoaa. 

<< AMc aiMl wdl-A-^i^/' he cried. 

And would have ^ed mudi BfKn^y 
Had not a head, incontinent. 

Poked up his fiboe befoye. 

It had the dayiih look of one 

Upon the liedge of life ; 
Tk» cheeks were lik« a table-$)oth. 

The nose wa^ like a kpife* 

Aipd squstteripg hard with either hend 

To keep himself afloat ; 
He cried, '' O, lend tp me yoiur i4d^ 

Or I must go to ppC* 
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Now John^ sltho* hii hrow i» sterp* 

His feeliogs are lOse silk. 
And tho* Ins heard be hlack, hi« hAut 

Is like to thickened mUk* 

$0 wheeling ronnd bis beary bulk 

Upon the cry for help f 
He iseis'd his neighbour by the neck. 

As one would seize a whelp. 
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He toVd him tigliily tfaro* the ttvem; 

He bore lum to thr iMuiky 
And landed him upon the shore. 

At ttUr es any plank. 

They nibbed him on the thonz fint» 

Ihen on the abdomen $ 
And wrought on him those dlTerse works 

Resciucitators ken. 

If 8 first he lost a little wind, 

PolFed in a sort of sigh : 
And then, he shook his long left limb. 

And oped his dexter eye. 

And as they rubbed, and nibbed, and mbbed. 
He freshened more and more, 

Till he came to the perfect hue. 
That he had been before. 

Now, let this stand a Urge N. B. 

To you who love the deep. 
To pause a little ere ye plumb. 

And look before ye leap. 

And should ye chance to grow so hot. 
That ye your clothes must doff. 

Ne'er push into a muddy pool 
lliat ye know nothing of. 
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Early in the afternoon, a pretty extensiye 
excursion was planned, and after half an hoards 
hot preparation, the pilgrims put forth in a 
fashion, differing considerably from any here- 
tofore described. Edie and John occupied 
the gig; while the Linker, aback of a little 
black pony, as full and round as a woolsack, 
looked like a long pin slightly stuck in a 
cushion. 

Although the cavalcade broke away in the 
most comely order, they had not made much 
ground, when a quick thought seemed all at 
once to touch the rider, and away he pricked 
past the Tehicle, quite at a' midwife-gallop, 
and in a little^, the heave and set of his head, 
above the dipt hedges, was seen far in the 
west, till at last it entirely disappeared, 
amongst the tree-mix.ed cottages, that com- 
pose the village of old Dailly. — 

The more orderly bretheren, having coun- 
selled their well educated animal into a sober 
sort of discoursing trot, John, as was his 
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woDt, began bis topograjAic noticeB and anec- 
dotes of local superstition, ^* This mnqiihile 
elachan, ** said he, /< (for ye see the kirka 
laid low) o' auld Dailly, is connected ni* m 
awful prophecy, wmng from the diTiaing 
spirit o* that wise man o' the west, Saunders 
Peden. 

** When the aidien trees in the lark yird kiwy 

Happy ire the just, that that day jmaa. 

For the French then will come afore ito wift ; 

On a morning whan the lan's in mist ; 

An* a boy, that wi* three timmbs, shall be bom. 

Will hand, three Kings' steeds, on that awfn' mom. 

An* the bum trill rin, sic a featfa* flood 

That the bridle reins will dreep wi' blood l*" 

During the last threat of invasion, the 
growing aflfection of the trees was watched 
with trembling, and the thumbs of all the 
young squallers in the parish carefully counted. 
The laird, however, partly for the love o* 
timmelr, and partly to lay the axe to the root o* 
superstition, cut them down. This was reck- 
oned another awful ^ kill the cow,^ and gave 
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uiter displeasure to a small reversion of cove- 
nanters that held field preachings here. The 
stamps, however, in process of time putting 
forth, the saplings came up like green delights 
to their famished bigotry ; for. much rather 
would they liave seen the burn flooded thumb 
higph, as aforesaid, than seen their oracle 
confuted.^' 

A sharp elbow in the road, a little below the 
umquhile clachan, as the Jingler had it, 
brought the long light horseman again in sight ; 
not bobbing up and down as last seen, but 
squatted beside an old man, nose to nose, in 
the ditch, while the pony standing behind at a 
little distance, gave the group much the look 
of a black pointer setting a brace of grouse. 

^^ What in the name o^ bedlam are ye doing 
there?" cried Edie^ as they drove up behind, 
'^ Has the brute made a gift o^ ye to the dyke 
sheugh ? Hae ye broken ony banes, or lost ony 
skin ? for its nae use to speer after things ye 
canna hurt, — flesh and blood.*' ^^ I^m obliged 
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to ye Edie/' replied the Linker, for yoor eon^ 
cern, but this is nae doing o' the brates, but a 
free will offering o' ray ain. Johnny lad, '< he 
continued pointing to the countenance of his 
ancient comrade, ^'ken ye^he cut o* thisT* 
John gazed a remembering -moment, then 
started from his birth^ crying — ^'Stiff and 
steady ! and is the breath o' life still current 
in the nostrils o' Saunders Brackenrigg, boat- 
man o' the Biunan !*' as he gave lusty saluta<r 
tion to the old and rather singular looking 
man. 

He was not vrbat is called a ' big man,* yet, 
in the stouchy settle of his trunk, thefe were 
broad marks both of pith and power, though 
now evidently stiffened and lumbered by with 
age. He wore an old light blue, side-tailed 
coat ; the various out breakings of which, 
were battered up with indifferent patches, and 
glittering upon the breast cufis and tail, with 
buttons might have made pan lids. His vest 
was of old red plush, indeed, so old and bare 
worn, that it was only from little tufts, here 
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and there, one gathered, that the field had 
once been all under the same crop, winged 
nvith exceeding long pockets, that curtained 
about one third of his breeches ; which certainly 
with great propriety, deserved the name of small 
clothes, as they barely covered his knee lid 
when standing; but, ^hen seated, they did 
not even condescend to bend with the limb, 
but held their mouths stubbornly out, like two 
pieces of cannon. His stockings were ribbed, 
and of the same hue with his coat ; — and upon 
his shoes there rode a pair of brass buckles, 
might have made saddle trees to a highland 
man's horse. His habits thus far, were all 
sufficiently inland, but a hat, covered with 
coarse linen, and strongly pitched, seemed to 
point to rougher occupations, ' where the 
stormy winds did blow,* — more especially, 
when taken in fellowship with a set of features 
much weather worn, and some of them evi- 
dently driven from their original position by 
violence. Indeed, his nose — swung to the 
left, like a jib sail in a side wind-declared 
from certain scars, that it owed its present 
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curve to some missiie, either ponderous id it- 
self, or diligently applied. His face, on the 
ivhole, when inspected for disposition, bespoke 
both good nature, and kindly feelings ; but, 
when searched for character, it presented two 
looks ; — arising from the still quiet habits of a 
country life, attempting to master the rough 
reckless traits of the seaman ; the latter, in- 
iteAf seemed pretty wellplaistered up, though, 
like an old wound, it threatened to break out 
from the lea^t tampering or irritation. 

John was largely delighted with meeting 
the old boatman, though he declared he had 
as soon expected to see Ailsa^craig whummeFd 
up like a salmon cobble, as the roTing boatman 
o* the Binnan tenting a cow on the gate to Gir- 
Tan. *^ How? said be ^^ might this hae come 

about, Saunders, without a miracle?" 

^^ Why I hae na turned the chow in my cheek" 
answered Saunders ^^sin' I gied your frien' here 
a rough guess o\ ; but, ye'se get it a* owre 
again, truly, gif ye hae time to hear't wbare 
ai^ may speak wi^ a wat mouth. Need I tell 
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a lad come to your time o' life, ivhat a dry craig, 
an' a lang crack craves ?*' ^^ So, so, Saunders 
*' returned John ^^ I can see that tho' ye'ye laid 
by your blue jacket and barn calshes, ye hae 
nalaid by your drowth." " We canna work 
ivonners/' said the old man lightly; ^^The 
pock maun aye saur o* the saut. And I hae 
e*en heard it said o' some o' your saunts, that 
they found it easier to lay down their life than 
their ill leets ; sae what can ye expect frae me, 
wha I may say, lifted my mouth frae my mi- 
ther's breast to the brandy cag ; — me, that 
rocked and rowed the best feck o' forty years, 
wi* an anker for my bed, an' a cag for my 
cod ; — me, that has seen swashes oH, could a 
soumed ye a' like midges in a midden dub. — 
I say, what can ye expect o' me mail, an' 
reckon on things possible ?" 

The pilgrims having acknowledged that his 
drought was quite natural, requested him, if he 
coiUd, to conduct them where it might be 
quenched. This was glorious service fbr the 
old smuggler : without uttering a word, he 

o 
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tied his charge to a thorn, and easing his bat 
a little off his brow ; with an eye beaaiing 
pleasure, and a cheek ripe with joy, be strode 
away before, bidding them follow. The Lin- 
ker, however, being still intent on prosecu- 
ting his journey, started in a contrary direction^ 
being pretty well aware where he would find 
them again, and in a twinkling, man and horse 
were buried up in a cloud of their own up- 
kicking. 

After half a mile^s trotting (for the smug- 
gler walked not as his face had been church- 
ward) he halted at a break in the hedge row ; 
beyond which, a few yards, (as the sign-board 
declared) stood a house of entertainment. It 
was a snug sheltered cottage, thatched, and 
almost entirely grown verdant with moss, save 
where a pigeon had scratched a sunny seat, or 
an impudent sparrow burrowed to breed. The 
walls were low and ill built, but white as Irish 
lime could make them ; and the window stones 
touched up with a little yellow ochre, gave to 
the exterior, that clean comfortable look, that 
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a Spotsman fitly expresses by the word coxzy ; 
while the white sand that peeped beyond the 
threshold, and a few yards swept around the 
door, seemed to speak of cleanliness within. 

While the pil^ims, after having disposed 
of their gig, tarried a little without, inspecting, 
with curious eye, the snug little baiting house, 
that really seemed pitched as a bait by the 
way-side, to catch thristy sinners; the old man 
had entered, and was heard pretty loud and 
rather lovingly engaged with the hostess. 
There seemed, indeed, to be a good deal both 
of familiarity and affection in existence betwixt 
the two; and, it no doubt had its root, in a 
kind of reciprocity, somewhat resembling that 
of the Moor, and the fair maid of Venice. — 

He loved her for the Hquor that she sold ; 
And she loved hiiUy because that he loved it. 

By the time they entered, she had got a 
little, round, one legged, and three footed 
table, made firm in the middle of the room, 
and was, with the tail of her apron, pretending 

o2 
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to beat away the dust, — sl common browster- 
wife pretext, for remaining until they take an 
order. She received them with a neat custom- 
er-taking smile, played oft* from an old, but 
fresh face, deeply enclosed, all around, with 
a stifi^ parapet of French lawn, coped with a 
light railing of narrow lace. Her gown and 
peticoat were composed of that stufi^, called 
lintsy woolsy, which, our foremothers, when 
young, wont to caird and spin, and when old, 
to test upon, as pieces, almost of imperishable 
property. On the whole, the hostess and her 
habitation, harmonized to a fraction, — clean, 
comfortable, and enticing ; and both, more- 
over, seemed to have seen, not a little of the 
last century. 

Having seated themselves before a mutchkin 
stoup of the best in the house, a quegh cap ^< o' 
reaming swats,'' and a considerable breadth 
of oat cake ; they proceeded to request old 
SauiMers, the last of the smugglers (after 
wetting his whistle) to narrate that part of his 
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history, which drove him from his former, to 
his present employment. 

' He began, after gathering himself compactly 
together, — ^pinching a few extra wrinkles into 
the nook of his eye and scratching the edge of 
his white whisker, with — ^^ Really lads, that's 
a time I never talk o' without hot blood an' a 
sair heart, — when I think on the dogs that did 
it to me, an' the rare souls that sufibred wi' me. 
Ye'U min' I daresay, neighbour, afore ye gaed 
East, that we foreign traders wha wont to clear 
out without making custom house entries, war 
sair keepit down an' cow'd wi' the cutters, 
an' that it was only in the dead ho we o' winter, 
that we could rin owre a bit boatfu' o' Irish 
saut ?" John acknowledged he knew as much. 
<* Weel, sirs, we gart oursel's trew, that at 
this wark, a' the cutters in the kingdom, or a' 
the gangers or tide waiters, that ever saul'd 
their days ease, an' nights rest, to : distresr 
their neighbour, could na touch us. But th^ 
pig gangs lang to the well yet comes hame 
broken at last, sae it fared wi' us. We had 
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rigged an' reekit oat a prime swanking wherry; 
she was o' the right Oourock higg, — syde in 
the rib, an' strait in the beam— could hae run 
wi' the win', an' took the sea like a hollan* 
hawk ; an' the lads that wrought her (though 
I'm ane of them that says't) their betters ne- 
Ter floated atween the Cumbrays an Carrick. 
I thought wi' mysel' at the wa-gang, an^ some 
o' us e'en said as muckle, that the night was 
rather short— an' there was a bit heel o'an auld 
moon in the lift ; howsomever, I daresay, we 
war mair behauden to some ill e'e an' fause 
heart, than either short night or moon light. 
But to mak a langtale short, we had run owre 
wie a fine tiffle o' win' frae the west, an' as the 
sun took the sea, an* the win' gaed wi' him, 
we lay babbin in the mouth o' the loch, as 
deep's a wrcu:k-duck. But, as the tide was 
in our tail, an' ony waffo' win that was lay 
the same airt, we streekit a' our claith — ^laid 
our hest strength on the lang oars, an' slade 
awa up by the Ian', meaning to mak the Cur- 
rerie port about the latest. We had raiket, 
afore gloam, wi' a' gude glass, the Carrick 
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coast^ an' the best feck o' the firth, but could 
spy naither timmer nor tackle, sae we bore awa 
up for the port as bauldly, as gif our burden 
had been spring cod or Girvan coals. Just as 
we entered the jaws o' the port, an' war easing 
awa' the sail yearns, a lang boat wi' a full 
crew o' the devils' dogs, cam scouting out 
frae the rive in the crab-craigs, an' hailed us 
to ly too ; an' ere wi' gat time to throw the 
wherry in the win', they had their grapples in 
our gunnels. I need na tell ye, that they did 
na board us wi' baith ease an' honour : — We 
faught them for the feck o' ten minutes wi' 
broken oars, iron crows, an' bail hefts, an' 
bad anither boat no come up we wou'd hae 
set them back wi' little spulzie, but their ain 
blood. In the hettest o' the bruistle I was 
somehow dung overboard ; an' whan I saw it 
was a' owre wi' the wherry, I soum'd to a 
black rock, an threw a tangle owre my head, 
keeping my body unner water, — sae they 
searcht for me in vain. But, O, man, whan 
they sailed by me at last, wi' the brave bread- 
winner o* mony an honest woman, — the deddy 

o 4 
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o' mony a bonny bairn, — the comrades o' my 
youth, an* the best blood in Carrick, tyed up 
in their ain boat like brutes ; I thought my 
very breast wou'd hae bursted ; — I reft at the 
rock I hang be, an wou'd hae geen a warl' to 
been able to lift it, an smashH it in amang 
then;. O ! rough be their hinner en% an' saut 
be their last beddin ! — confound and sink — but 
its nae use now. Gie's a mouthfu' o' that yill 
neighbour." 

Quenching his wrath with a deep pull at the 
quech, and a few heavy lungfuPs of air, he 
resumed his narrative with greater temperance. 
" The rest o' the tale," said he, " needs nac 
rouckle telling. For twa three days after, I 
gaed paunering about the san's like a body 
gaun to mak awa wi' himseP. But the news 
o' our awfu' antercast, wi' an account o' my 
dementit state faav'in' gaen the length o' my 
daughter Tibby, — wha ye' II maybe min', mar- 
ried a ploughman up in the Colmonel haa% 
an' angert me sae, that I wou'd naither speak 
wi' the tane, nor gree wi' the tither ; — weel, 
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poor thing, in the teeth o' a' my unkiu'ness, 
her, an' her gudeman, came owre an' gat me 
mailed awa back ^i' them,* to whar they now 
live, — about twa gun shot frae this. He has a 
bit grun' that keeps a horse Heast, whilk he 
works, an' I tent the cow, as ye ken. As her 
pasture lie's feckly by the way side, I'm aften 
fa'ing in wi' an auld frieu', that likes a crack 
an' a chappin' ; sae ray auld banes are gaun 
rattling down the brae, mair merrily than I 
cou'd hae expeckit." 

When he had made an end of speaking, 
the pilgrims, expressed much pleasure at hear- 
ing that he had got his roving, salt water pro- 
pensities, so thoroughly bleached out, and, 
likewise, that his old crazed hull, had, by the 
cables of filial affection, been towed into such 
a comfortable dry dock. " And when," said 
the Jingler, referring to his last declaration, 
" did ye see ony body frae the Ian' o' your daft 
days, Saunders?" 



^t 



It was about the first o' the herring time, 
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I think, that there was ane here that ye should 
ken, — auld Rab Forgie^ the honest aleseller o* 
the Binnan.'^ 

''Aye, Saunders, I did ken that ancient 
prince o* publicans. He never thought ale 
ony stouter o^ a gauger^s stick, or brandy ony 
better o' a permit. He was, over and above, 
nae sma frien* to free traders, Saunders.'^ 

«< That I ken, as did mony mae in my line 
o' merchandise ; for whan ony o^ us war out, 
gif the water gleds war on the watch, he aye 
hoisted a blanket on his yard hedge, gif it was 
day, and at night, he set a lunt to a whin* 
cow. A bit waiT winlestrae thing o* a ganger, 
I min, ance challenged him, when a gin sloop 
was in the affing, for hoi.sting his blanket, and 
bleezing his whun. But Rab — wha had a 
breast like a boat bow, an* a arm like a port 
stoup, — tauld him that thae things war bis ain, 
an' he wou'd do wi* them as he wulled. * An 
quo he ' (s^if ye daur to touch my blanket, or 
offer but to spit in my lowe, by a' that's gude. 



THV XAND OF BURNS. 203 

ril heeze ye in the tane, till ye* re saft, an* 
singe ye in the tither till ye' re sair.' Aye, Rab 
^as the lad for tbae Lan'-loupers, an* many 
a funny sang he had on them.'' 

Edie, whose spirit had fallen into a dull, 
lounging state, during the fag end of the old 
seaman's story, sprung stiffly up, at the word 
*^ sang." '' Do ye mind ony o' them Saun- 
ders ?" said he. 

Saunders, owned that he had been crooning 
one of them that very morning to his young 
oe's. And suddenly, with a voice hollow and 
hoarse, as the enraged element of his youth, 
he gave them — 



THE GAUGER. 
Tune—" Nancy Dawton, 



i> 



The Ganger he's gane owre the hill» 
Wi* his horn an' his quiU ; 
Will ye wad wi* me a gill, 

The ganger he'll come back man ? 
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He's houkit thraives o* Irish bags- 
He's herrit cores o* brandy cags— 
There's bunners 'twixt the Loch an* Largs 
CooM see him' on a rack man. 

He cost M'Queen a browst o' jrill ?— 
He brake Pate Simsons whisky still ;~ 
It's awfu* an*unkent the ill, 

This warlo-'kin has wrought man. 
He gars M'Master keep outowre. 
He's billy keep a seventy four,— 
He*s coft his killing ten times owre ? 

Hell get what he has coft man ! 

Nae stream can brouk a constant spate— 
The dourest things maun hae a date— 
An' dogs wha hae a kintra's hate, 

Sou'd redd weel wha they bark at. 
Pate Simson he's begun to bann. 
An' Partrick has a lang Queen Ann— 
Now Lord hae mercy on the man 

That Partrick takes his mark at.' 



During the singing of the aboTe, the for- 
mer character of the old rough, reckless, 
boatman of the Binnan, came stronger and 
stronger upon him at each succeeding verse, 
and be ended with his hand doubled, his brow 
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down, and his teeth set — indeed the last verse 
i^as literally squeezed out betwixt than. When 
he had laid the boiling of his blood, with 
an application to the ^ cap and stoup/ 
John, brought to his recollection, another, 
touching the same line of business, which 
he sung with the same spirit, but with more 
moderation. 

THE LADS O' LENDALFIT. 



« 



The boat rides south o' Ailsa craig 
In the doupin' o* the light ; 
There^s thretty men at Lendalfit 
To make her burden light. 

^* There's thretty ndgs in Hazel-holm 
Wi* the halter on their head. 

Will cadg*d this night, ayont yon hight. 
If wind an ' water speed. 

** Fy reek ye out the pat an' spit. 
For the roast, but an' the boil. 

For, wave- worn wight, it is nae meet. 
Spare feeding an* sair toil." 



« 



O, Mungo, yeVe a cozzy bield 
Wi' a butt ay an' a ben, 
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Cftn je no lire a Uwfd' life. 
An* ligg wi* lawfo' men ?" 

** Gae Uaw your win aneUi your pat,. 

It*s blawn awa on me. 
For, bag and bark, ahall bt my wark, . 

Until the day I die. 

*' Maun I hand by our faameart gooda^ 

An' foreign gear sae fine ? 
Maun I drink at the water wan 

An' France sae rife o' wine ? 

" I won'dna wrang an honeit man 
Tlie worth o* a siller crown ; 

I eou'dna hurt a yearthly thing. 
Except a gauger loun. 

" rU underlye tC rightfu' law 
lluit pairs wi' heav'ns decree. 

But acta an' deeds o' wicked men 
Shall ne*er get grace from me. 

" O weel I like to see thee, Kate, . 

Wi* the baimie on thy knee ; 
But my heart is now, wi' yon gallant crew, s 

That push through the angry sea. 



ti 



The jauping weet, the stented sheet. 
The South-west stiffest gowl- 
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On a moonless night, if the timmet^s tight, 
Are the joys o* a smuggler's souL** 

The spirit that* gleamed through the old 
inaDy DOW was truly astonishing ; it seemed al- 
most to surprise himself. — " Theresa uae ken- 
ning/' said he, ^^ what corn an' cord can do for 
an' auld beast, or caup an' stoup for an auld 
heart. Come I'll gi'e ye anither ane and syne, 
as Rab Forgie wou'd say, we'll drink ^ mair 
the morn,' an' skail. 

THE ROVER O' LOCHRVAK. 

The Rover o' Lochryan he's gane, 

Wi* his merry men sae brave ; 
Their hearts are o' the steel, an' a better keel. 

Ne'er bowl'd owre the back o* a wave. 

It's no when the Loefa, lies dead in its trough ; 

When naething disturbs it ava ; 
But the rack an' the ride, o' the restless tide. 

Or the splash o' the grey sea maw. 

It's no when the yawl, an' the light skiib erawl, 

Owre the breast o' the siller sea ; 
That I look to the West, for the bark I lo'e best 

An' the Rover that's dear to me. 
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But when that the clud, lays its cheeks to the flud. 
An' the sea lays its shouther to the shore. 

When the win' sings high, an' the sea whaups cry. 
As they rise frae the whitening roar. 

lt*8 then that I look, thro* the thickening rook, 

. An' watch by the midnight tide ;. 
I ken the wind brings my rover hame. 
An' the sea that he glories to ride. 

O merry he sits 'mang his jovial crew, 

Wi' the helm-heft in his hand. 
An' he sings aloud to his boys in blue. 

As his e'es' upon Galloway's land. . 

*' Unstent an' slack, each reef and tack, 
6ie her sail, boys, while it may nt.— 

She has roar'd thro* a heavier sea afore. 
An' 8he*ll roar thro a heavier yet.'' 

'* When Midsmen sleep, or wake fin' creep. 

In the tempest's angry moan. 
We dash thro' the drift, an' sing to the lift 

O' the wave that heaves us on. 

•' It's brave, boys, to see the morn's blyth e'e, 
« When the night's been dark an* drear ; 

But it's better far to lie, an' onr storm locks dry. 
In the bosom o' her that is dear. 
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*' Gie her aail, gie her uul, till she buries her vale, 
Gie her sail, boys, while it may sit. 

She has roar*d thro' a heavier sea afore, 
An' shell roar thro' a heavier yet! 

As the old salt water spirit finished his ^^ Ro- 
ver,^^ the red sun^ as about to turn in beyond 
the western wave, took his eye. Rfi started 
hastily at the sight ; saying, that the hour was 
come, when his daughter would be looking for 
him and hawky, and as he was a sort o' toofa' 
upon their kindness, it fell his part to keep 
their kinehes. — Proffering many braw thanks^ 
for what he had gotten, and many braw days 
to the givers, he rocked off, at a round sea- 
faring step. 

His companions, having satisfied their hos- 
tess, soon followed him. They had not been 
long out, when their ears were filled with the 
brattle of a horse, at his best pace, and on 
looking round, they discovered the long pil- 
grim and the pony, bearing up at a great rate, 
accompanied, like an old Greek God, with a 

big cloud, and swinging to and fro in the firont 
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thereof, Mke onto a supple willow, whose root- 
ing enjoys the juices of a moss. At first, they 
almost went into tremblings, when they saw 
him swing so loosely on the top of the animal -, 
but, on narrower inspection, they found that 
his extensive limbs secured him quite like 
roots, and th^, as in the case of the plant, 
his waving was all from the spring of the 
trunk upwards. He was in a rich musical 
mood, and to their enquiries, he sung^— 

THE AULD FRURS AN* THE KEW. 

Was the come o' will gifts o* the heart, 
E^er reckonM wi' gear that is sauld ? 

Can new fangled fnen'ship impart. 
Hie pleasures that spring frae the auld? 

New frien's may hae uncas to tell. 

An* fairleys to gar the lugs ring ? 
But the voice o* a canty anld fnen% 

O* it fiogers a pleasanter string. 

It brings back the joy« that are gaae. 
Gars the sweets o* the memory start ; 

It blaws aff thae cares gar us grane. 
An* rubs up the roots o' the heart. 
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Tbe warl grows m bunches, we see, 

* 

l^ike flower knots that cluster 4;he swair^ i 
T|ien keep by the bundle, my boys, 

'Mang^ whom your young spirit was rearM. 

Ava wV yiuriety*s.]muae ; 

Gle me the frien* steady an' true ;— 
I'd rather drink swats wi' the auld, 

Than wallow in wine wi' the new. 

The road, by which they returned? led them 
past thei shattered remaiqs of an aneiegt castle, 
tha(; pop^lflr belief, had tenanted with a sin- 
gular sprt of spectre. The castle, it v^ould 
seem, from the same authority, was built by 
Julius Caesar,, and the ghost, with great pro- 
priety, was a Roman soldier, girt in steel, — 
mounted with brass, and spoke Latin, like a 
profe^isor of humanity. He exhibited, like- 
wip»e, not a little of the stout stateliness of his 
nation, and, unlike the bulk of hjs shadpwy 
tribe, (le could not be said to walk the earth. 
It was gei^erally on nights when the elements 
were van^h out of sorts, and the wind came 
lustily from the west, that he mad^ his appear- 
ance on tbe out edge of a turret, where a crow 
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might barely sit, — tall* stiff, and erect, as a 
bit of the building ; except his right hand and 
sword, with which, he cut and swashed away 
at the wind, after a strange old fashioned sort 
of exercise. When he had drilled himself 
thus, for a considerable space, between the 
hours of twelve and two, A. M. he always 
finished with letting, what is called a star 
sticker, bolt upright into the air, when slowly, 
his arm seemed to run up after the thrust, un- 
til the whole trunk spun itself out into a long 
thin thread, and then, in the shape of a grey 
cloud, floated away into the east. 

We have often been astonished, (and the 
above ghostly anecdote enlarges it) that, among 
that learned backward body of men, that fol- 
low the ^^ Antiquarian trade,*' ghosts and 
goblins of all degrees, should have been either 
entirely disregarded or overlooked, in the way 
of proving facts, or settling of dates ; seeing, 
few will dispute, that the testimony of a spec- 
tre, is worth a score of conjectures, and the 
countenance of a ghost, much preferable to a 
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guess. It must, however, be allowed, that 
even those shadowy things, are liable to 
change, and ghosts, like their constituents, 
often giro up the ghost. The majority, tod, 
of those night walkers, being of the feminine 
gender, they are like the rest of their sex, apt 
to be influenced by fashion, and it is nothing 
new to see, or rather hear, of an old ghostess, 
who wont to stalk it in the costume of the good 
Queen Bess, — ^her hair in a coif, — ear-rings, 
like onions, — beads, like a string of crow 
eggs, — a ruffle, like a turkey* s tail, — a waist, 
including both breast and belly, and a petticoat, 
like a wine pipe, — tripping it now in a robe of 
book muslin, her head in satin, and her feet in 
coloured kid ; then, instead of the long two 
handed sword, might be mistaken .for a boat 
oar, stuck through her from side to side, show- 
ing, like an extra pair of arms ; — ^a gentle 
little poniard glitters in the top of her ribs, 
about the size of a decent stocking needle. 
Truly, it is most lamentable, to think, that this 
fashionable mania shouldnot only injure the cre- 
dit of the living, but, even extend to that of the 
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dead ! — To the honour of male lyectres, bow- 
ever, it rouflt be allowed, that Ihey stick more 
staunchly to their ancient outward ; and Ayr- 
shire, we are proud to say, can still red&on 
a few, who turn out to ^ the glimpses of the 
moon,' in brass caps, steel vests, and iron 
small clothes. 

But, to return from shadows to substances. 
Our wanderers in the west, had reached their 
destination without accident, and had wiled 
away, with their excellent entertainer, and his 
amiable sister, the merry hours up to the deep* 
est soundings of midnight; when, as they 
were about to withdraw to bed, '^ one sugges- 
tion rose," from the Jingler, viz. — That, as he 
had addressed his Bonny Jean from Irvine 
side, and, as Edie had done as much to his fair 
Ann from Doon side. The Linker, in- justice, 
ought to do as much to his ' Jo Janet* from 
Girvan side. This suggestion, met with the 
approbation of all, but the personage it at- 
tached ; who, declared that bis judgmeint was 
jumbled; and that he was not worth either as 
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madi rhjfine or Deasod as ite iask demanded; 
Tkese objections, however^ were soon OTler-ru- 
led ; as they biotied, tbat a trifling Atkt id 
the jttdgpincat, was a.tbiiig could not sdrprisej; 
that if he colild 4iat rhyflie it, he cduM prose 
it ; and, as to reason, — it was Ae only ^uag 
that could spoil such epistles. 

That the blase of his hisart tnig^t not be 
blown out, or injured, by the wind of common 
table talk, he retired to an apartment by him- 
self; while the rest, re-settling themselves 
over a fresh jug, determined to wait his return. 

They had sat, with decent patience, one 
half hour ; with tolerable patience, a second, 
and, were even pretty deep in a third, when, 
their patience giving way, Edie was des- 
patched to investigate and report, touching 
the delay. He was not long in returning, 
with a strange looking sheet of Bath post in 
his hand ; which, when laughing allowed him^ 
he said, was found lyiog below the head of his 
exhausted friend ; and, as he seemed to have 
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dropt upon it, before it had time to dry, there 
was ahnost a complete duplicate of it upon lus 
left cheek ; so, that if his love was not graven 
in his heart, it was printed on his face. He 
then read, or pretended to read, the follow* 
ing podge :— 

Deuly belored counn Jen, 
I splice my fingers wi* my pen. 
On purpose for to let ye ken. 

Yestreen about the hour o* ten o'Clock, A. M. 
we came to a pause upon Girvan side, with 
members and mentals, (to slump the thing) in 
an uncommon state of health and happiness. 
Indiyidually speaking, — cannot recollect of 
feeling so unearthly on any spot, at any for- 
mer period. 

We have been roving boys, take my word. — 

« 

No creatures in a crib, — no horses in hap 
shackles ; — 

My sanl's nae marrow to thai; man, 
Wha stints bim to a humdmm plan; 
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An' keejw, like a daU, driven hack. 
His tae eternal in a track. 
Gie me the man, that on occasion 
Can tak an affsett o' digression; 

If it were for nae mair, than to let us ken, he's 
a reasonable creature, and no completely under 
the operation o' instinct. 

Sair am I langing to see ye, Jenny, and thae 
sweet wee buds o' the next generation, my se- 
cond cousins. — Bonny dears ! how I like to set 
my teeth, and haud their saft milky cheeks to 
to mine, and fin' the waff o' their sweet 
breath, as, if their tongues war moss roses, 
an' their lips a pair o' pinks. It's weel for 
them, lovely lambs! that they're sae heart- 
taking, else, wha wou^d think o' bringing up 
a thing, that aften puts us out our house, an' 
dings us aff the earth ? An' it's weel for their 
mothers, Jenny, that they hae sae mony wi- 
lings and smrlings, an' man-melting tricks 
wi' them, or, guide us ! whare wou'd be the 
next generation, Jenny ? — I tak it, the sma' 
pox was a prime thing for keeping down popu- 
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lalion, not nlj^ ky llift quantiily it look awa\ 
but by the ugliness it kft. But, ye hae nane 
o* ihae ugly cheek pits, Jenny, that drown 
beauty, an* scaur love; no, thy cheek is 
smooth as a summer lake, thy nose, as a fair 
rock, towereth therein, and, thy mouth, is a 
sweet honey well, at the bottom thereof. — ^O I 
Jenny, Jenny, for a refreshment thereat; 
farewell, my spring o* life, my aqua Tit», — 
It*s all over with the 

LINKER. 

The dawn had scantily hroke, when Edie 
and John were up, and had raised, or, more 
properly speaking, had lifted their drowsy 
brother, who had, as is often done, in the pro- 
digal expenditure of one day's spirits, consi- 
derably mortgaged the next. He was even 
found unable to participate iu th^r landlord's 
hearty-bonnaillie, his utmost effort, being to 
let out his eye for a few seconds, to look a 
heavy farewell, to the place of his birth, and 
the playmates of his youth, as with a diirp. 
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and a crack of his whip, Edie urged his ani- 
mal into the track that doubled up the pil- 
grimage. 

The morning, was far from being an exhi- 
larating one. The broad breast of the Atlan ^ 
tic, had, over night, breathed out from the 
jaws of the Frith, a. heavy thick mist, — the 
earth was soaked ; — ^the gentle spray, hung 
lank with the dreeping load, and the wild brier 
continued to hold its rosy hands firm clenched, 
against the unwholesome steam, that smo- 
thered up the land. The birds sat mopkig oh 
their roosting sprays, blowing oat at interrals, 
a few loose notes, apparently, more by the way 
of keeping their throats in tune, tliaii on ac- 
count of any present 4eraand. The Linker, 
coiling himself up in his cloak, was soon shook 
into a drowse ; and to say truth, CTcn the 
most lively of them, began to feel the in#ii- 
ence of the fog. Indeed, " Heaven hath — 

" — — No sweeter gift, 

Than a pure soul ; so fully weather tuned. 
Can frown in fogs, look gloomy in the rain ; 
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** But theiiy a snimy hoar can make all wdl, 

** Freshening the sluggish pulse. O, 'tis for such, 

" That fields have flowers, and birds have morning songs.** 

As the day rose, however, aud the dawn 
breeze fell, the strength of the sun began to 
master the mist. First, it rose slow and sul- 
lenly out of the hollows, and hanging a while, 
at a considerable height, roofed curiously in, 
the whole valley. Then, it tripped more lightly 
up the mountain side, as if resigned, and de- 
termined to anticipate its fate, and, at last, to 
the delight of all beholders, it melted ghost- 
like into air. As the mist rose, so rose the 
song of morning, and the spirits of our war 
king pilgrims, mounted up with both. Indeed, 
evils that do not go a deadly length, are 
always valuable, in the way of contrast, and, 
as the earth had got a ducking, that took the 
sun a good half-day's work to dry, the green 
thing looked the fresher for it, and the living 
thing delighted in that look. 

John, who like ^bauld Lapraik, the king 
o' hearts;' — 
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** At cither douce ot merry talc. 

Or. rhymes, an' sangs he'd made himscl'. 

Or witty catches, 
Twecn Inverness and 'Hviotdale, 

Had hut few matches.'* 

Kept prosing or rhyming to each known spot, 
like a showman, as the lifting of the misty 
curtain disclosed it. — *'That deep gash, in 
yonder hill/* said he, ^^ is called Linngiston 
Glen ; a place, notorious for nuts, foxes, and 
fairies. It is, moreover, notable in song, — 
listen : — 

FAIR MARION O* KILKERRAN. 

The hird in Linngiston*s deep Glen, 

His hindmost sang has twittered ; 
An' gloaming owre the western wave. 

Its latest glow has glittered. 

The elder stars are in a lowe, 

An' fiist the younger follow ; 
The breeze is creeping owre the knowe 

To sleep within the hollow. 

It^s sweet, to scent the ^n' at e'en' 
Whar the wild flower makes it baumy ;• 

It's blythe, to hear the blackbird sing 
A balu to the lammy. 
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• 

Bat it's aheartfu' o' ddigiity 
' To met wi' thee my Markm, 
Wlien the white moon ranges braid an' bright 
Owre the dark woods o* KUkemm. 

Some flit their love for kith an' kin ; 

There's mae that flit for tocher ; 
Bat the gear €oa*d Kftmy love ftae thee ; 

This wwl haame toofller. 

I hae a lunise an* a kail yard. 

In the howe ayont Knockgerran ;— 
O a* my wish is to be spar*d 

To see't the hame o' Marion. 

After the same fashion, when riding up the 
broomy side of Carrick hill, he introduced the 

DOGS O' DRUMACHREEN. 

Yestreen I gi*ed my duds a dight, 

An' razor rade my ciiin ; 
An* taking aif my craig death, 

I turned it ontside in. 
Syne canty in the dowe 

O' a bonny July e'en, 
I gaed dannering down the howe 

That leads to Drumacbreen. 
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Ihe Unt tune I was ovrey 

I had angert Bair my dow; 
By fa'iDg soun' asleep wi' her. 

When in the barley mow. 
But, I thought she'd ha'e forgotten,-- 

Or else she'd ha'e fofgi'cn.— 
Bnty the di'el tak my dear. 

An* the dogs o' Dmmachreen. 

I hlmkit by the ha* door. 

An' whistled *neth the yard; 
But she never leeted alter me 

Mair than I had been a caird. 
I airted roun* the peat stack. 

An* tlu^ught to meet the quean;— 
But the niest sight I saw 

Was the dogs o' Dnunachreen. 

O first they reft my wilycoat, 

An' then they reft my breek; 
An' syne they bate me on a bit- 

'Bout wlulk* I dauma q^ak ; 
*Bout wlulk I dauma speak, 

Tho* it waters baith my e'en.— 
O ! the di'el tak my dear. 

An* the dpgs o' Dmmachreen. 

It being yet early day, when tiiey again 
reached '^ the cauld clay biggin% erected by 
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the father, and immortalized by the son ; they 
hoped to find the miller in a more discoursable 
state, than at their last visit. They were dis- 
appointed. He had newly crept oat of his bed 
as they entered ; but, though he was as sober 
as he could be, he was not a jot the more sen- 
sible. All seemed off the hinge with him ; the 
barley bloom upon his nose looked sickly, and 
his pitiful rags of anecdote, were rendered 
even more ragged, by the incessant chatter of 
his teeth. 

As this day, was devoted by our pilgrims, 
to the inspection, of what might be termed the 
head quarters of the pilgrimage, — the town of 
Mauchlane ; they merely spent so much of it 
in ^' Auld Ayr,*' as allowed them to breakfast, 
and purchase water of Ayr hones. A conside- 
rable manufactory, of which, is carried on a 
little above the town, and tons annually expor- 
ted to all quarters of the globe ; so, that the 
emigrant, from ^^Cauld Caledonia," in the 
gloohiy woods of the St. John, or the Ohio, 
often hath both his heart, and labour lightened. 
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by strains and stones, from the banks of the 
" hermit Ayr.*' 
* 
The highway to Mauchline, winds all the 
way up by the side of the river ; but, beiAf^ 
closely walled up with woods, and as you 
advance, getting deeper into the earth, it. was 
seldom seen, though frequently heard gar- 
gling, 'as it ^^ kissed its pebbled banks/' A 
little beyond mid-day, they gained^ after fry- 
ing some nine miles in the sun, a most delici- 
ous furlong, or two, of highway, cut through 
a wood, and overhung from either side with 
tall, heavy, and broad silver, or lady firs. 
The road was wide, as all tree- edged roads 
should be, and, as the horse-track only occu- 
pied about the half of it, the remainder, was 
under the pasturage of cottagers' cows, 
which kept it smooth as a lawn, while a red 
line of footpath, winding up the middle, com- 
pleted its accommodation. — Foxgloves leaned 
from the hoary hedge ; the burdock grappled 
with the brier, and the dark violet sparkled in 
the ditch, by the side of his gay sweetheart, 
the gowan. 
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The pUgrioW) haying dismoantied, to enjoy 
the cool shadow of those lady giants, were 
met by an old woman, walking with a steady 
step, and seemmg ease, with a burden on her 
back, and a basket full of delft ware upon her 
mrm. She was recognized by John, when ^t 
a little distance, as a personage, well, and 
loag known in these parts, by the naine of Pig 
Tibby, She was a middle sized pleas^iant- 
featured body, and, from the appearance of 
Timers tear, and wear, upon them, one t^ould 
hardly have supposed her abo^e foi^; though, 
they disooTered afterwards, that she was Tery 
considerably Outgone the half century. Grief 
and discontent, are better wrinkle makers 
than Time; and one is apt, sometimes, to lay 
the doings of the former, to the account of the 
latter ; so, as the old fellow had got do assis- 
. tanee from either, his works, upon Tibby, 
were not in a state of forwardness at all cor- 
rcispondhig to the period of his exertions. 
Good humour seemed quite domesticated with 
her, and contentment, no casual lodger. Her 
burden lay on her like a piece of dress, and 
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Jwr baricet, from long joUuig and n^pi^iingj 
had wrought itself a pretty comfortable seat 
upon her right haunch ^ 

They found no difficuHy in driiring her into 
eonversation ; in the course of which> Jofan^ 
artfully .brought himself to her recolleotion.*-«- 
^* Dear bless us *' cried Miss Isobei M*l||ais« 
itVy alias Pig Tibby, when she recollected 
htm ; ^* an are ye really the man, that When 
a bonqy wee curly headed callan^ I wont to 
see runtiing like a whitterit, dbout youi^ mi- 
:ther^s han% decent woman ! when she WouM 
•be pricing a plate or a porringer ? Weel^ this 
is my dream read* i ^thought yestreen^ ^at 
I saw three yellow yoldrin's dhittering on the 
tap o* a fa* dyke, and I never dream o* yites, 
but I meet auld friends* But, as the say is, 
whare hae ye been, an* whare mean ye to be?*' 

" These are bigspeerings," said John, "for 

a gate-side greeting ; but, as we are thinking 

about making it dinner time, if ye could airt 

us to a quiet canny bit, ye shall see how we 

q2 
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live, aye, an* what's better, taste what we 
lire OB.** 



Tibby^ after holding counsel with herself 
for a little, said, '' as their time was like to be 
mur precious than hers, she would gae back 
wi* them a bittock, to whare a slap in the 
hedge wou'd let them and their whisk into the 
wood.** The opening was at no great dis- 
tance; so, entering, and following, by her 
guidance, a winding wood path, till they came 
within the murmur of the Ayr ; they singled 
out a sweet sequestered spot ; and, in a little, 
commenced their pleasant toils of the teeth. 
As this dining scene, however, took quite a 
dramatic cast, in has been thought proper to 
give it as such. 
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ji PASTORAL. 



SCENE. 



A cozsy comer in a wud ; 

The simmer lift without a clud ; 

On ae han\ saqghs knee deep in rashes, 

Wi' carses flowered outowre the splashes. 

The ither buskit up wi' atler. 

An' birk, whase shade is sweet, an' caller. 

The brute beside than oowBthe carpet ; 

While Edie's gotten his whittle sharpit 

The Linker gies his lips a smack : 

An' Jock an' Hbby^s unca pack. 

JOCK. 
My certy Tibby, ye hae ta'en us to a noble 
dining room. Faith, this mak's a mock, a 
mere pantry, o* your corporation ha's an' 

ad 
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county rooms — partitioBed, panelled, an* pain- 
ted, by the rich hand o* nature, carpeted 
by the same undertaker, an* rbofed in wi* the 
Uue bend o* heayen. O, Tibby lass! sax 
hours ayont our present speaking ; when the 
gowan has gotten a grip o* the dew, an* the 
birk buss, an* oxterfu* o* the gloam, this will, 
really, be a bit, whare ane could court a fair 
creature to great perfection. 

Tibbjf. Aye, aye, Mr. Jingler. — 

Jock. Jock, if ye please Tibby,— just thd 
auld butter, the auld price. 

Tibhy. Weel Jock, if it maun be sae, I 
was gaun to say, cadgers are aye thinking on 
creels, an* wooers an* beggars on barley mows, 
an* lown dyke sides ; sae, wi* ine, I wou*d 
count it a better bit for an encampment o* 
cairds. — Caller water ye see, within sax strid- 
dles; elding thei^ for the riving; trosts down 
in the Ayr for the taking, an* a* kin* o* vittfo, 
potatoes, and poultry, close by, — ^tbr the steal- 
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ing. Bui) it mg^X do bs^v^l; for baith, as 
the auld Tinkler sang says, 

' Merrj hae I been making a catty. 
An' ipernr h^e Ibe^n making ^ apooii. 

Merry hae I been drinking a drappy. 
An* kissin my lassy whan a' was done.' 

Edie, ("officiating as carver,) Come, my 
auld princess o* Pig wires, what bit o* the 
beast does your heart gi'e ye to ? 

Tibhy. It^s a^ fish that comes in my net 
neibor ; sae, just gie me a bit pick o* the first 
|tn* readiest. 

Joeh. Tak your ain min' oH Tibby, but, 1 
gte ye fair warning that, like a tame linty, 
ye^e to get your seed for your singing. 

Titby. Say ye. Aweelfrien% gif my tongue 
was in as gude tift for singing, as it was 
the first time that your back en* braidenM on 
my plaiding coat, I souM gie ye, not only a 
roaring sang, but a bab to the boot. 

(The party getting speechless far a space.) 
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Suppofe tbeir feeding fidrly fiiiUh*d, 
Their ham some 3 lb. trone dimifliitlied; 
While Edie, wi* a smile bringi forth. 
The noble apirite o* the north. 

Edie. Haud that to your head Tibby. That*d 
the geer lass for synding down a saut dinner, 
simmer stour, and heart sorrow. 

THbby. Weel lads, here^s to ye, an* a* con- 
nected wi* ye, either by the boson, or by 
blood. 

Jock. Mony braw thanks to ye my auld 
canty. Hech woman ! It's mony a lang day 
sin* last I saw your grey plaid, an* heard the 
clatter o* your pigs and whistles. An* now, 
when I get time to speer, how hae ye been 
;wagging through the warl* sinsyne. 

Tibby. Just muckle, after the auld fasson. 
Cadging about the track-pats, pouries aa* 
succar bowls; getting baubees for them whiles, 
an* whiles troaking them for auld rags, eggs, 
and ait meal. Though, I maun say, things hae 
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rather bettered wi' me this whilock. Ye'U tnia* 
the bit misfortuiie I had wi' the Laird V Cur- 
whang ? Gude kens, I mind it weel : It was 
just the saxt year afore the dear meal. Poor 
body, my mither died on the back o't ! It was 
aye thought to be some inward trouble ; but, 
I fear, 1 fear my business wi' Cur whang, was 
the headsheaf o' her yirdly dool. Aye, man, 
that was black weather wi' me indeed. A dead 
mither, a fatherless infant, — for Curwhang, 
yeUl min% fell frae iiis horse in ane o' his 
rides, an^ brack his neck ; — wi* the ill will o* 
some, an' the ill word o* a' ; but, it's wonner- 
fu' how things come roun' : It's an auld saying 
an' a true, — 

*The darkest day has aye a glimmer. 
An' the warst year has aye a simmer.* 

An' we aften see the saut shower o' sorrow, 
grow a fairer flower than braver cUys could 
hae bred ; sae it far'd wi' me. Tammy, my 
bairn was^aye an' unca biddable canny callant. 
1 pat him to the wright business ; an' now he's 
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famii into an unoa ftne way e* doiiig i^ in 
EngkiB', an' sen's me hame alleaerl; al hallo'* 
day, an' beltan as muckle'a pay for my bit 
house an* yard. There's a baini to braf o'. 

Jock. Soooess to the get o' auld Corwhuf , 
I'm glad he swaps sae little o' the deddy. 
Though) Curwhang t^ok iMony a losing 
ride an' stride after ye, an' it's weel kent gtf 
be had been spair'd, your bread was baked ; 
an', truly, Tibby, ye ware then weel wordy 
the traiking after. 

Tibbjf. Aye, neibor, that's a' owre now.--*- 

As the auld sang says. 

The hijtdung by o* %me, 

Tbo* it looks to creep 8a« cam^y^ 
Maks an* aik oat o' a nit. 

An* a bonny lass a granny/ 

E4ie, Weel said, my auld bag o' balladff- 
— N^w frien's, as we're sitting within the 
gurgle o' the Ayr, and under ^< the gay green 
bireh ;" if Tibby wou'd gie us <' Highland 
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Mary,'^ it would completely incorporate our 
feelings, I may say, with our seat. 

Tibby. Ony thing I'm worth yeVe wel- 
come to ; yet, I daresay, I needna say, that 
my auld crazy voice is better sorted to ham^ 
meart lilts than sio fine springs. Tho* I miu* 
the day, but that's a twenty-year auld brag, 
whan I was na fleyM for thp fykiest o' them -, 
but ye'se get it as I caji gie't. 

fTibbf Hngs.J 

Edie. Let's turn a horn to the virgin me^ 
mory of Mary, the boeom bride of our Bard ! 

Linker. This stream, whose murmurs float 
around us, is one of three, that Burns has 
doubly hallowed by his genius and residence. 
Doon was his morning stream, ^ Whare first 
he wove the rustic Sang'; Ayr gushed the 
mighty waters that quired to his manhood; 
while the Nith, too certainly, moans and mur- 
murs by his untimely tomb, — 
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' O ! now his ndient ooone is nm, 

For Burn*B course was bright. 
His soul was like the glorious sun, 

A matchless heaytnly light ! ' 

Jock. His farewell to this streamy com- 
posed when about to embark for the West In- 
dies ; and, while he was ' sculicing about to 
elude the merciless kennel of the Law/ seems 
wrung out of the bitterest drippingps of sorrow. 
The last verse is, indeed, the retrospective 
history of a broken heart — 

* Farewell old Coaa's hills and daks, 
Thy heathy moors and winding Tales, 
Those scenes, where wretched memory roves. 
Pursuing past unhappy loves ! 

Tibbif. Aye, poor fellow ! his loves ware 
whiles gay wanchancy as was their upshot, but 
he never made use o' ony o' that vile hypo- 
crisy that tries to finneir up wickedness wi' 
words or wally shaws. I min' when his Bon- 
ny Betty was in the strae, he coft a blithe- 
meat cheese, an' carried it to her manfully 
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thro' the town on his head, as if it had been a 
vrheat iirlot. He tried aye to mak a mense for 
his misdeeds, but never made lies to hid« 
them. O ! confound the loun — 

' Says, ' dear an* dawtie/ in the shaw ; 
But, 'jade an' limmer,* m the straw*. 

Edie, Amen, my old gangrel ! did ye af- 
ten come athort him when he sojourned iu 
these parts ? 

Tibby. Aye, when his father's house waa 
near Tarbolton, I used aften to pap in at 
ntght-fa% when he was dauding the barn dust 
aff his jacket. He was aye biy th to see me, an' 
never held aff me for auld sangs. After him an' 
his billy gaed up to Mossgiel, I did na see 
him sae often ; an' ye may guess the whare- 
fore. He was a young, roving chiel then, an' 
I was neither auld nor ugly, and had ha'en 
the bit slip I made ye sensible o' ; sae, it 
wou'd been nae scouring to his character if I 
had been seen traiking owre muckle about the 
steading. In the spring morning tho', whan 



I iroMM be taking the gate, I hae gotten my 
e'e on bun pannering down by the lowne wa- 
ter edge, about the time that tbe primrose 
comes out frae *mang the bare fauMes, and hU^ek 
dead leaTes, like some comely kenH face amang 
colliers. The hindmost glisk I got o* him^ 
was ae gay hashy day, I think about the tail 
o^ the tawtie-liflingy as ilka waiF o* win* was 
sending down a shower o* yellow leaves frae 
the aishen tree, like a flight o* gouldies. He 
was stanMng in a dyke slap, booted, wi* a 
staff in his han\ I gied him the time o* day, 
an* speered if he was gaun to lea us, as the 
kintra clatter had it. * Yes,* quo* he, * Tibby, 
I am ; but it maks a wae foy, ye ken, when 
the flesh flits without the heart, 

Jock. Is your memory, Tibby, yet in pos- 
session o* ony o* thae auld melodies that wont 
to affect him ? 

TSft/By. I hae thetn a* in a sort o* stake an* 
ryce way. They've lain sae lang by, they*re 
a wee moth eaten ; but 1*11 gie ye ane as it is.— 



TM LAN* OP BURNS. tSt 



THE iPAIR MAY'S MANE. 

it-fell upeii «iliadM0r dMjr, 

Awee«A»i« tile Mn irM|puie ; 
^I ehBoeed to meet a ycmog Me may 

WitMa the gnsotwood t,*htr lade.' 

She liad a face, as fair a face, 

Aa ony t>Ioom upon the brier, 
He*s ta*en her by the waist sae ima' 

An* asked her to be his dear. 

Eh*, gang na out ye maidens fair. 
About the down come o* the dew ; 

For young men wi' a flattering tongue 
Mty ji^r ye do the Hdng ye*ll*rae. 

He's led her by the bank sae green, 
He*s wiled her to the HoUantree, 

An' lack a day ! he's wiled away 
The thing that maidens sou'd na gie. 

O, what gets bhe that laos -owtv wdel ? 

What gets the yemig thing loes otrre fnt * 
A bonny babe to fill her arms. 
An' sorrows drap to fill her e'e. 
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When berries fill the nettle bush, 
When the lift is green, instead o' blue, 

When apples deed the hawthorn tree ; 
Then young men's words they will prore true. 

** O \ that my mother had ne'er me nursed ; 

Or, yet my £sther to me song $ 
O ! that my cradle had ne'er me rock'd ; 

Or, I had died when I was yoong. 

The eanld clay soon will be my bed, 
^ Tlie green grass then will be my sheet ; 

"^ Hie clocks an' worms my bedfeUows, 

An' O ! sae aoundly's I shall sleep/' 

Jock. That^s e'en a dowie ditty. Hech, 
but it maks the flesh saft, and braidens the 
downsitting like daigh on a dresser. Sit yont 
Edie. — Come Tibby, gie's something fast an^ 
funny, to gar the heart, creep up the ribs to 
the laughing bit, an* mak us fidge on the tap 
o' our back-en' like a peerie. 

JHbbp. Whe, — let me think,— what wad 
ye think o' * Ned the Thrasher,' or the * Widow 
o' the wast' ? Dealers, ye ken sou'd aye keep 
the goods that's ca't for ; and our kintra^ folk. 
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for the maist feck, like a lilt nane the war o* 
baeingy as Jean Glover said, a gude netliB 
stripe o* blue inH. — 

Edie. Jean Glover ; — Is n^ that her that 
made ^^Owre the muir amang the heather?** 

TVMjf. Nane else. Aye, Jean was really 
a right ramstam ane. Nane o^ your linen 
cheeks, an^ muslin mou*s; that sighs an* sick- 
ens owre a fu* heart ; na' truly, it was aye leap 
year wi* Jean. She gaed ance down to Ayr ; 
I min* to buy a waistcoat for a lad she likit, 
when the shop-haudder wou'd ha*en her to tak 
some new fangled thing, wi* a powdere4 grun*, 
an^ a sett flower. — ^^ Na, na,* quo* Jean, in her 
rough way, * nane o* your d— — d cat feet, 
gie me something like mysel, wi* a gude nettin 
stripe o' blue in*t. 

Edie. Truly, Jean maun hae been nae 
tethered thing, Cou*d ye rain^ ony o* her 
sangs, think ye i 



TIMy. BMf » we#,— lei me Omik^ aye 
bim'e ene •' them. 

TAM O' THE BALLOCH. 

Aia.— ' The Cmmphellt err cemimg^ 

le tiM Bkk o> tlM Bdlodi lived MoorlMk' Tui, 
Wwiarfltiiiwi'bwchmam'lwiaytepi; 
A liffCMt like » boMd^ bMk like a dopr 
An'a wappiag wune Uiat hiog down afore. 

liH iilyit*tcoiiie owre ye Mooriaa* TuMy 
IlMr yMT i^'t Qow gpnwB like a wfaeaUerfow ^tM|» 
tgn #*« it*t finm la-yonr ooee it*a ftvA mi^ 
Aa* tbe iMa Q* yvmr chcek'g Uke a dirty doot. 

ip, aiiee Hke a yand ye fpaoklt tke bent 
VV^* ft iecket lae iU* a»' a ttookiog ea9 «mi^ 
13hr ilraigth o' a itpMhe^weiilkt q* acow* 
Nqnr TnnBigr^ my man, yeYe fgnmn like a grew. 

I mill* iin* the blink o* a canty qaeaa, 
Coa'd watered yonr moa' an' lighted your e'en, 
|low ye len^ like a yowe, wkan ye WHi'd be ari^ 
O wbat ean be wraag wi^ ye Mooirlan* Tun. 

Haa lome 4og o* tbe yirth Mt your eear ab»e<i^ 
Hm they broken your heart, or broken yoor head. 
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Hm they rack'd w« nngi, or ^kitttod wf MmI 
Or, Tammy my maa hM ye teas the Ml ? 



Wha anoe was yonr natek at a atenp tm a lali^, 
Wi* a voice likeaiea, an* a drouth like a whale. 
Now ye peep like a poat, ye glumph an* ye gaunt ; 
O, TVunmy, my man, are ye tnm*d a taint. 

Come looie yoor heart, ye man o* tfae nnlr 3 
We ten oar distress ere we lenk for a core ; 
There^s law's for a' wranf , tti^ aa's tot a Mir, 
Sae Tammy, my maii» whet woii^4 ye kae mahr f 

O ! neighbour, it neither was thrasher or fhief. 
That deepened my e'e, an* lightened my bee/ ; 
But the word that makV me tae waefti* an' wad 
li-'Aaa o' the Bdloeh's a marvted 



Jeek. By the sanl o' hin whas AtrnVs iu 
Dumfries ! I eouM sit ia tlie sough o^ ikj wams$ 
Tibby, ' Frw NoTonber, till Ootobar.' Bim^ 
iMk lads, tt*s time we ware making: lawaadb 
Mauobliae. 

Now ^hmr,. out tf your floMlea'ee*^ 
An' ace the foofawBM an the gveen, 
Aa merry's Urda upon their perch >. 
Ifhea.mafk the lads begin to aMW«h;. 
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An' TSbbj githcr up her creel* 
An' ihake hw tall, u* my iarewecl. 
Sjae fee the pUgrfant grap tlie beset. 
An* ^rt hie Itrecham to the eait. 

It was upon one of Maachline*s propbane 
fair daysy that our pilgrims entered it, and 
about that hour, — 

' When chapmen bUBes leave tihe street 
An' <lw> u i th y neibors, nnbore meet^ 

The Tillage is seated upon the south-west 
side of a high ridge of land, that gradually 
swells up into Galston Moor ; bounded re- 
spectively by the Ayr and Irvine. The bouses^ 
for the most- part are staid elderly looking 
faeces of stone ; hooded with thatch, and edged 
slate, and are aHogetber, more associated 
the past, than the present.^ — It is, cfier- 
tainly, not a good heart that loves to look 
where desolation is green ; neither do we hold 
it a right one, that loves the spots that art has 
lately touched : But the^ homes of other years,* 
that time, as in love, hath laped up in moss, 



TITB LAKD OJT BORNS. 245 

are pleasant finger posts for traTelling the 
spirit rightly into the past. Maaehline^ if as 
foil of such, and our pilgrims^ made pretty 
little tours by their pointing. 

Their first task, (after lodging their animal) 
was, to enquire out the house of Jasper, 
Bethral andiBellman, for the parish. This, 
they soon accomplished, but, Jasper was from 
home. A pretty girl, daughter to old Clink* 
umbell^ told them so ; but added, if they would 
halt, till she mounted her shawl and bonnet,* 
she would assist them to search him out, as he 
had merely stepped out with a market-day 
friend. Her offer, was accepted with becom-^ 
ing gallantry. She was equipt in a minute; 
and, taking the keys o* the Kirk in her hand,- 
tript lightly along with them, to the known 
howflb of her father. 

' Two or three calls had proTed ineflfectual, 
when, meeting with a young man of a gentee( 
pppearattce, she enquired, if he bad* seen the 
object of their search. He had, and, with a 

aS 
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rwdiufviy ttot {iTDved ber Uaak •!• to4 aiii 
been idlo^ uadertopk to rtUeTe ker #f die kef «i 
^md ber aiuwioB. Jaspev, wan im»w moo foiMMl» 
aad immediately, on learniiig tbeir emaMlt 
•tept off with them and the young man, to the 
abijuroh yard. 

Vefore^ however, allowing Ji^q»er to ester 
i^NNi hia aneodotea, and deaoription of the 
narrow and holy hoiiae, it ia becomingt bo 
ahonld himaelf be deacribed. — He waa to give 
lliai at fiiU length, a hardy Utde bundle of a 
man^ hia atotare, fluctuating between five feet 
laor, and five feet aix, from the cureomataneo 
of onelinib exceeding the other, the intannn- 
diato inchea. Hia face, waa rather a lenglhy 
oBOf the ground odour whereof waa a atrong 
briok red, apeckled with little moulda of n 
richer hue. Hia nose, as to aiae, wua netiung 
in itself particular ; but, the great body of hia 
fioo, having a fioaeward 4well| gave it ^ most 
premiaent look, as a amall tower aeeflss le^ge 
en ahiU. Hia eye, waa a iiuiek determined 
little grey fellow, and his mouth, apofce sharp 
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tii»g9» 0fmk wheA tbttt. In tiie whole faee» 
indeed, there sat a wonderfol degree ef re- 
gardless firmoess, and downright vehudty, 
broke occasionally, with the chuckle of one 
whe can eii|ey both a bottle and a joke, and 
nerer better than when neither were at bis own 
expense. His apparel was black, at least, 
bad been ;*^indeed, his wbole raiment had 
rather fallen into the moult; yel, his carriage 
was stately, waiTtng the liasp, and his speedy 
wan the speech of one, mope aeeostomed to 
coatradiet, than to be contradicted. 

When they entered the holy spot, where 
fan met the Bard, and helped him to lift np 
the lap of many a specious cloak ; Jasper, 
towered to his full height and importance. 
tie knew to an inch whei«e the * tent' stood, 
and could point, with the same certainty, thcr 
site of the * shed' that * sereenM the ooastry 
gentry ;* the si>ot where * Kilmaroock^s wab* 
stars,* blackguarded it ; tho bottom room of 
* tbe raw o* tittering jades,' and the stance of 
^ Raeer Jess,' and her < twa three wh 

r4 
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ABji he pointed, with equal ooDfideaoey the 
paAb by which ^ GOmmoo sense* walked off ia 
a pet, < fast, fast, that day.' 

The mortal parts of most of those thai Burns 
had immortalised, in this quarter, they found, 
had thdr narrow houses dose by each other ; 
forming, to the south of the church, a little 
poetical ward. Dadclie Auld% that pretty 
spedmeo of christian meekness and liberality, 
had got himself snugly roofed in with a stone, 
that told, with flourishes, who it sheltered. 
* Nanse Tannoch,* the decent Nanse, lodged 
a little to the south, with no hatchment, but 
what summer had raised. ^ Holy Willie's 
weel worn day,' bad ^ ta'en up its last abode' 
a little beyond Nanse, and like the Holy 
Father, he, too, lay stoned in state. And 
poor ^ Racer Jess', had likewise run her mor- 
tal raee, and was a narrow house-holder in the 
same Ticinity. Thore was, in the doings of 
that reckless lerdler, and notorious spenoian 
death, much matter here for moralising. And 
Hamlet-wise, ' to grop that earthly hole in low 
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puroutt/ and see the holy men ming^Iing their 
ftosh with the publican and sinner ; — to seethe 
same flock of worms feasting on their different 
members, and the same crop of hemlock and 
docks, waving green with their unitedjuices. — 
Such unhallowed union ! It seemed a wonder, 
Jiow the worthies could lie it out. 

Jasper, had a little history for each grassy, 
hillock. There was nothing particular in the 
last acts of the priest or publican, but the 
manner of Willie's decease was truly charac- 
teristic. At a country fair, he had been so 
foully handled by his faTorite, Mr. Barley- 
corn ; that he was packed into a cart, with a 
number more, in similar circumstances, to be 
parried home. The driver, being somewhat 
in the same state, had driven, either so hard 
or badly, that William was unfortunately jol- 
ted out ; and, the stupid carrier, not having 
counted bow many head of David's swine h^ 
had taken up, never recollected the holy man, 
in setting the rest down. Next morning, he 
was found in the road ditch, dead. That 
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fiunoM picM of frtiity, J«ms tkty Amwl hni 
died of the samo diseoM. On one ef Hnoeii- 
llae^s market-^oys, abe bad been jridced frooi 
tbe street, and fiung^ into a bed, in whieh ebe 
riiortly expired. The youngs man that aecom- 
panied then, rather hinted, that she was 
supposed to Itave been smothered among the 
bed clothes ; but, the old icnaye of spades, 
who seemed to bate had a pea in tbe pet, 
swers, that, tbou({b she had been a drunk 
duehess, she eould not haye gotten fairer play 
for her life. 

The next objeet that eraved their attentien, 
was the Kirk,— as ugly an old lump of cense* 
erated stone as ever eombered the earth. It 
seems, (if one might judge from the arehed 
Kntds that attempt te peep trough the roagh 
plaister,) to have been set up by gothic hands ; 
tod, if so, presbyterianism has really been 
tolerably stKucessfuI, in beating it into its 
faYOfite model, — a bam. The interior, is, if 
possible, more dismal. Cold, damp, dark> 
and dirty ; looking dissolution, and smelKng 
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4eMyy and a fitter phM, ime Goal4 hanUy 
imagiaey for crying ^ tidings of damnation* 
in. Besides the ground floor, it contains two 
wonderful looking things, called lofts. One 
siretohes from the east gable, down into the 
body of the Kirk ; the other, sticks out firom 
the wall opposite the j>ulj^t, supported by two 
wooden pegs, which gives it quite the danger- 
ous look, of that cunning engine, a mouse trap. 
Beneath this queer canopy, Jasper, pointed 
oat the ^ entty stooP, where Burns sat when 
^ Mess John, beyond expression, fell £mi1 o' 
him ;' '' But," said the bellman, '' tho* that's 
the bit whar he sat, it's no the seat. It's been 
made into a twa armed chair, for behoof o' a 
society here, wha baud his birth day, an' at 
tiiis hour, it stands . in the yill-house, wo 
left." *' Then, let us go to the alehouse," said 
Edio.~And they left the Kirk. 

In passing to the inn, they pidced op a few 
old men, that hung loosely about the TiUago, 
(being market-day) who had been acquainted 
with the Bard. When the chair was produ-* 
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fdy and the bowl set asmoke, tiM pilgrims 
enacted, tiiat each man, as he related what he 
knew, or, had heard, of the immortal object 
of their pilgrimage, should seat him on the 
honoured stool. This mode of chairing, or 
rather stobling the raemlwers, produced an 
immense heap of anecdpte, from which the 
following are picked : — 

In the summer evenings, Burns used to 
frequent Mauchline, either on errands of bu- 
siness, fun, sociality, or Ioyc; and, it was 
easily known to those he passed, what passion 
was towerd. ** Whan he was coming** ^aid 
Jasper, who was the chairman, ^^ to get fun 
wi* the young fallows, he gaed aye at a braw 
spanking step, his staff in his ban*, an* his 
head heigh ; but, whan ought black was in the 
win*, his oak was in his oxter, the rim o* his 
hat laigh — wi* a ieuk, bless us ! wou*d turned 
milk. I hae met him this gait mysel*, an* 
then, by my certy, it wou*d ta'en a buirdly 
chiel* to said boo to him. 
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One nighty during the time his name was 
* teased about in kintra clatter/ he met in the 
tillage a female friend^ for whom he enter- 
tained a high respect ; and, understanding 
she had some distance to walk without any 
■* trysted* companion, he offered to aooom- 
pany her, provided she could get another to 
join them, ** For/' said be, ^' I must not be 
seen with you alone, as I'm looked on just 
now in the country as tar — a thing that none 
dare touch without being soiled. 

Burns served as a volunteer; and once 
when the corps were exercising in firing, 
after a few bad discharges, the captain asked, 
*^ Is this your eratic genius, Mr. Burns, thut 
is spoiling our fire ?*' " No,'* said Burns, " it 
can't be me, captain, for look ye, I have forgot 
my flint." 

Sometime after he was attached to the ex- 
cise, a smuggler met him one night, while 
wandering by the Nith, and not aware of who 
it was, offered to sell him some whiskey he 
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kad in eonoealoieAt. «< YottWe lighted on a 
bad raerdianV* said the Bard^ *^ Vm Robert 
Bnma, the ganger/* The fellow etared ; 
hot, with a emuggler^s ioipiidenee, returned, 
'* Aye, but jott*r likewiee Robert Bums, the po- 
et, and 1 mak sangs too ; sae, ye'd surely ne^er 
rain a brither V' << Why, friend,'' said Boras, 
^ tfie poet, in me, has been sacrificed to the 
exciseman; so, I should like to know what 
tvperior right you haye to exemption/* 

When the young man who had aceompa- 
nied them tltfoughout, entered the sacred 
diair, instead of prosing, like his predeces- 
sors, he recited, with condderable energy, the 
Mlowing Tcrses, composed 

ON BURNS* ikNNIVERS4Ry. 

We meet not bcfe to lioiioiir ose^ 

To Getpor gnrndeor born; 
Her oas^ iriMNK bloodiiitM of Mttl. 

HMh cvoiriit aad kiagdomt torni 

N09 tlM>^ he'd hononn higher far 
Ivtii hntDy fldi^pi harv ksown^ ^ 
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HU titka BpriQg iKit §tom » fdaev* 
Hit honour fironi » Uunne i 

Nor needs the Berd o' Goi]% eiti 

Hit honour to jfgo\oa$. 
No flatteiy te 1^ hit £uaft ; 

No record bat hit aoof . 

CM wliile old Scotia hath sont» 

Can feel hit tocial mirth. 
So long than honesty and worth 

HnVTC DrothcM QpoBesiISi* 

So long at loTcrty inth hit tong^ 

Can tpam at thining dott. 
So long hath woman't fidthfiil breast 

A bosom the may tmat. 

And vhUe hit independent stnda 

Can make one apirit glow. 
So long shall freedom have a friend. 

And tyranny, a foe ! 

Here^t to the tocial, hooett mv»f 

Anld Scoiland*t boast and pride : 
And here't to Freedomt worthippert 

Of every toxq^ne and tribe. 

And here't to them, thit night, that meet. 
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7V> ralM to CoOa's darlinf ton 
A Monmnent of Soul. 

Wbftt bettt hath erer match'd his flame } 

What fpirit maCdiM hb fire ? 
Feaee, to the prince of Soottiih woog ! 

Lofd of the Bosom*8 Lyre ! 

From this lad, our wanderers procured a 
few small articles, had helped to compose the 
browster-wife establishment of auld Nanse 
Tannocb, and, never did pilgrims to the holy 
land, stare and fumble with more devotion, 
over the thumb*bone of some half buried 
saint, than did our pilgrims, over those relics 
of immortal merriment. Mauchlioe, indeed, 
was quite the Lorretta of their hearts ; the 
' cutty stool,^ was to them a shrine, and each 
of their ancient companions, poetically cano- 
nized. They felt spiritually at home with all 
around them, — ^but, alas ! 

' Nae man can tether time or tide ; 
The hour approaches, they mann tide^' 

It was a close sultry eyening, when they got 
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to the street, and the casements beiDg gene- 
rally thrown open to admit air, what knots of 
beauty's freshest flowers peeped out ! with 
hair and eyes of jet, and loves luscious cheek, 
that flames and fades at every g^lance. — 
" Verily'* said the Linker, with water in his 
mouth, <Mf these fair maids of Mauchline, 
are counterparts of their mothers, this, truly 
was a town-full of temptation to one, 

' Who keenly felt the frieniUy glow, 

And softer 6ame.' 

On a rising ground, a little to the east of 
Mauchline, they halted, to take a last look of 
that village, and the valley of Ayr. It was 
a sweet hour, for saying fare thee welL The 
sun, had lifted his bright cloth of gold from 
the dales, and hung it for a moment, on the 
hills; the thrush, had mounted his favorite 
tree, to give to the red west, his last song, 
and the scented breeze, floating gently over 
the fields, were singing their May tribes asleep. 
Edie, who, had gone into musings, on leaving 

s 
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Maucbliiiey raised himself solemnly up, and 
in a deep prophetic voice, delivered his — 

FAREWELL TO THE LAND OF BURNS. 

I have said, fare thee well, before, 

As I looked, with mine eyelid wrt. 
Upon scenes where my heart had a store— 

And those plants of the spirit were set. 
That, we cannot unroot— or forget. 

And IVe fclt,~as the dark mountain's brow, 
Had it written, in letters of jet,— 

* Eternity severs us now.' 

And I feel that for ever begun, 

Fair land, as I gaze upon thee !— 
No more shall that '^ sweet setting sun" 

Illumine those vallies for me ! 
Yet bright may your blossomuig be. 

And soft be the gush of your streams. 
O I still in my slumbers will ye 

Be the land of my loveliest dreams. 

The remembrance of thee will not wear. 

Like the mist on thy mountains away ; 
Or, as temples, that grandeur will rear, 

To glitter and glance for a day  
Bnt as towers are embedded for aye. 

It shall stand on the top of my heart. 
And o'er my fond fancy hold sway, 

When memory her pleasures impart. 
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When we ride, (as a seamau would say) in 
a road, where the heart hath many anchors,, 
the shows of the present, and charts of the 
past, are our studies, and, anticipation, with 
all its motly buildings, lie scarfed up ; but, 
when the hour of unmooring arrives, and we 
are doomed to take another stretch, into the 
dark ocean of life ; then, our light merry 
spirits are stowed below, and bustle and busi- 
ness take the rope, and the rudder. — Heavily 
did our pilgrims feel this changing of the 
watch, as they bore away from the Laud of 
Burns, 

Their eternal farewell to Ayrshire, — whciither 
it be poetry or not, — was no poetical fiction, 
The ^elings, indeed, that wrung it out, were 
kindred to those that drew from Burns, the 
saddest of his songs; — 

* Farewell my friends ! Farewell my foes ! 

' My peace with these, my love with those— 

* The bursting tears my heart declare, 

* Farewell the bonny bank's of Ayr.' 

%2 
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Like the heart broken Bard, two of them 
had resoWed on crossing the ' Atlantic's roar/ 
to seek for themseWes and friends, a resting 
place, in the yoang world of the west ; where 
those seeds of freedom and independence, 
that ^ the voice of Coila* had sown in their 
souls, might flourish and bloom, unstinted by 
the poisonous pruning of despots, or, the 
deadly mildew of corruption. 

The Linker had, in his stolen hours, when 
wandering by his native stream, composed, 
under these feelings, a few rambling stanzas, 
which, the others insisted, should be titled, 
his Last Lay ; and, as John was one of those 
indentured to join them, when, in the wilder- 
ness, they had ' purchased a nest,* an* adieu 
to him, was added. 
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** Who can say that fortune grieves him 
** When the star of hope she leaves him ?" 



Bttrm. 



1 

If there be aught on earth that can o^er rule 

A settled soul, to apathy a kin ; 
Gushing it o'er the edging of that pool. 

The withering world hath dried and damm*d it in, 
It is the howering woods, the pleasant din 

Of waters, where our infancy was spent ; 
Ere the fresh spirit took the tint of sin ; 

Ere care had made a vassal of content ; 
But all was pure as mom's fair firmament. 
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II. 

Tea y««n hath deek'd and deiolated thde ; 

Hath drank thee in* or, ivroUen thee o*er thy mcadip 
Since last I beat thy pools in boyhood's ^fliBt, 

Clear, deeping in thy rale like amber beads. 
And thy live waters, shronk to silver threads. 

Seemed stringing altogether ; yet, when 1 
Would think on flowers have beautified the weeds 

That I have wandered over, thou art nigh, 
With all thy glories waving in mine eye.— ' 

iir. 

My memory hath of thee a faithful chart ; 

And with the waining winter, never ceas'd 
To bear me where yon hillock stands apart. 

Holding its shoulder to the cold north-east ; 
Making the blast o'er leap its sheltering breast , 

Till April's lovely family are seen ; 
Giving the weary sense, its earliest feast 

Of scented yellow, and refreshing green; 
Heaven's pleasant pledge of summer's finished scene. 

IV. . 

We left thee, like the Patriarchs of old, 
A family, with all our stock and store ; 

Hoping, as man will hope still, to behold 
A spot, where we might fix and fas^n more ; 

A wider cable, and a sheltering shore : 
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Ay, Init there roie a tempest, and it blew 
Till our best hopes were broke and overbore; 

For he, the fcallant helmsman of our crew. 
The father of our life and lore it slew. 

V. 

O ! 1 hare moumM profusely o'er the dead; 

And wished that they were back, or I away :— 
But thy departure, Father, was the head. 

The chief of all my sorrows.to that day. 
Thou wert my spirits propping and its stay !— 

Thy path was aye the pathway of the just. 
And all thy principles so purely lay 

^thin the founts of honour, truth and trust ; 
That I will say above thy hallowed dust,— 

Father, if thou hast not that rest 
Eternal Heaven hath named the best. 
There's not a living man on earth 
Who knew thy virtues, and thy worth ; 
But what would say with all their heart, 
< A->— — — e thou hast not thy desert.' 
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VI. 

I fluglit hftTe been a Mmetldii^ in lU Indt 

Nor pemiiy on 1117 name Ind set its UoC, 
Hid togotry bom acantiery or tins nattd 

Held, crab-like, bj the gr^n^le tliat it got ; 
But I waa cold vben TiDany waa bot 

And 10 it went-Bot witb fe^d I Ornt 
Hie waterjTy wlfHUI look, IhaA tboae wbo dole 

Gift onto eaeb at pttting ? Truly no, 
I ipoke intbont a lighy and bade it go— 

VII. 

Youth, health, and strength, were yet within my cap, ^ 

And spirits of a height no hand might crop ; 
All well prized items, in my summing up 

What this world hath to give, and liar hope 
Held to my fandes growth its slidering prop, 

And told me with a wanton^s wiling then. 
How poorer ones had struggled to the cope 

Of this world's wealth ancihonours.— This was plain— 
I was a man— it had been done by men^ 

VIII. 

Yet, sooth, I had no stomach for the heights $ 

Those pinnacles etemsl in the beam. 
My eye was on a ralley spot, whose lights 

Are tattered with the trees, and rather seem 'i 

A hiding place, where inward blessings teem 
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Ranker than outward flotirishing. A nest 
Where a quiet soul might hatch its harmless dream. 

Far horn a world, whose doings at the best> 
Dispoil the bosom's peace, the spirits' rest 



IX. 



i girt me for this travel, but alas ! 

I fowid that there were giants in my way ; 
And truth, old stubborn truth, rose in my face. 

Telling me, in the vaunt of my essay;— 
** Good lad, thou art not harnessed for this fray/* 

I nughthave braving courage, quite enough. 
But lack'd that prudence, inehes, day by day. 

Sly sentinel discretion, and the stuff 
That plods away, regar^ess of rebuff. 



X. 



A stubborn, iron pride, that could not stoop, 

And wag, and wave, like willow to the breath 
Of those, whose word is wealth — ^why, at a swoop,' 

This gave my sundry hopes a sudden death. 
And built a tall partition in my path. 

That I to sap or scale was all unfit. 
So failures oft repeated grow to failJi— 

On each new struggle, this old truth, was writ 
''This world is not for thee,-.-nor thou for it/ 

T 
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xr. 

Nor stand I single, there is joy in that ; 

Misrule hath sicken'd, many would be free, 
And cursed corruption, with her brood, hath sat 

A jury upon worth, and doth decree 
' This is no land for honesty to be.' 

It boils the blood to see what villuns dare. 
How shade, by shade, they lay on slavery :— 

But hush ! there^s yet a balm to our despair— 
A word of hope-~" There is a world elsewhere !*' 

XII. 

Columbia, thou refuge, thou Canaan 

Unto our house of bondage! yon red light 
That now is dying o^er our western main. 

Leaving us in the gropings o* the night. 
Is gushing on thy shores a morning bright. 

No fog^ glimmer ; no autumnal haze ; 
That looks of heaviness, and breathes of blight! 

But that wide beavenful of unfleckered blaze. 
Which prophecies a long — long — term of glorious days! 

XIII. 

I see thee like a giant in his teens ! 

Thy ponderous sinews stiffening to a pitch 
Might make the nations tremble ; but, thou beams 

From eyes in liberty and honour rich. 



/ 
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A smile declares, that, battle's not thy itch. 

But woe to him who maddens thee to take 
Thy sword, and fling thy mattock to the ditch, 

Thy infant brawl hath made our world awake, 
And thy old tyrant mother, quell and quake ! 

XIV. 

Come then yc tribe, ye clansmen of my heart, 

Let's launch us with our souls for Freedom's shore : 
Tho* we have ties to cut, tho' we must part 

With friends will make our inmost bosom sore; 
And scenes that twine, like i\'y round its core. 

What! shall a son of ours in shackles lie. 
Slave to a reptile that our souls abhor ? 

Away ! while Frcctlom lights a corner with his eye, 
I will be there, — tho* it were but to die ! 



XV. 



We wrangle not for Mammon's dignity. 

Nor windy honour, that in titles lie ; 
The soil shall be our bullion, boys, and we 

Will coin us comforts from it, that shall buy 
Heart's ease, and a bright varnish to the eye ; 

They cannot sell us here. — Fye on the art 
That mounts a mocking smile upon a sigh, 

Give me that commerce, when the mind's a mart. 
Where the glad eye hath dealings with the heart. 

t2 
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XVL 

O ! for a cote, iriioie UueahoU takes the nm 

When day ia deepeniog upon the dedine ; 
Back'd by a woody momituii, towerisg doiiy 

And fronted by a meadow that is mine ; 
CrownM with the oak, and whisker*d with the Tine. 

There, where an infant river sings and play> 
)ts sweetest to the twilight, I*d recline. 

And on my native melody IM raise 
A song to Heaven, of gratitade and prslse. 

XVII. 

And is this all I wish, or hope to find ? 

No ; to the sun-rise often would I look. 
Longing to welcome those I left behind.— 
In truth, I cannot, like the selfish rook, 
Mutter and munch my pleasures in a nook ;— 

But, could I raise a gathering son|^, would bring 
All the kind hearts are written in the book 

Of my affections.— Heavens ! how Fd sing 
Till Susquehanna's echos all should ring. 

XVIII. 

And I have many a vow, and many a band— 

The knot of friendship— lovers devoted pledge :— 
That there shall come the essence of this land ; 
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AU that I love it for.— Then let the rage 
Of party madden ; or, let it assuage^ 

It boots not : my heart's cargo is ashore.— 
And thou, companion of our pilgrimage. 

Come, tho* the breast may heave, the eye ran o'er. 
We most not part as those who meet no more. 



^ 
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THE 



ZiINKER'S ADIEV 



TO HIS BROTHER, 



JINGLIN JOCK. 



The judgment's best decree, Jock, 

Afk banishes the heart ; 
Sae, it bath far*d wi' me, Jock, 

For thou and I maun part. 

O, ye are ane o* twa, Jock, 

That I can weel ca^ brither,— 
Whare the saul's strong outs an* ins Jock, 

Clink fine wi' ane anither. 

Tre ha'en mony canty days, Jock, 

An* merry nights wi* thee ; 
Wi' storms o' witty fun, Jock, 

An' spates o' barley bree. 



THE LAND OF BURNS. 271 

Tiio* soon in parting grief, Jock, 

ril wring thee by the hand ; 
Yet, I look to see us meet, Jock, 

Within a better land. 

Then I'll brew a browst for thee, Jock, 

Will kill thy cankers a*. 
An 1*11 rede room for thee, Jock, 

Or else my mailin's sma'. 

An' the lily o* our heart, Jock, 

(That saul o* the right breed) 
Shall match wi' me, an' we shall be. 

Three canty carles indeed. 

Syne we will twine a bower, Jock, 

Wi' the forest^s living boughs. 
An' baptizM in our joy, Jock, 

The PILGRIMS' REPOSE. 
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THE LATE HEW AINSUp. / 

Last week we had to chronicle the 
death, at the advanced age of seventy- 
eight, of Janet Hamilton, the oldest of 
the female poets of Scotland of this 
generation ; and from America we have 
this week received the tidings that Hew 
Ainslie, the oldest of all the Scotch poets, 
recently died at Louisville, Kentucky, in 
the eighty-first year of his age. These 
two cases suggest a reference to the fact, 
which has been much overlooked, that 
the poets of Scotland, and especially 
her lyric writers, have been a long-lived 
race. We are most of all struck with 
this in surveying the long roll of female 
song-writers. Joanna Baillie, whose 
lyrical compositions maintain their popu- 
larity among all classes of Scotchmen , 
throughout the world, and whose *' Con- ' 
stantine Palaeologus " appeared to the 
'^^ul John Stuart Mill to be one of- 
ost glorious of human composi- 
;** I still think it," he writes in his 
iography, *'one of the best dramas 
^ last two centuries "), was eighty- 

when her wonderfully active life 
to a close ; Mrs. Grant, of Laggan, 
; song, **0b where, tell me where ? " 
is so farnili^r tp everybody in the south, 
as well as in the north, rived~to eighty* 
four; Isobel Pagan, a contemporary of 
Bums, and the writer of ** Ca* the Yowes 
to the Knowes,'* was eighty before she 
struck the last note on her moorland harp; 
Lady Naime, the greatest of Scotland's 
song-writers after Burns, was seventy- 
nine ; Agnes Lyon, who wrote *' Neil 
Gow's Farewell to Whisky," seventy- 
eight ; Caroline Scott, seventy-six ; Anne 
Home, to whom we are indebted for a 
beautiful version of "The Flowers of the 
Forest," was within a few months bf being 
an octogenarian when she died; and 
Lady Anne Barnard, the author of " Auld 
Robin Gray," was seventy-five. Of the 
male singers, not a few lived to be more 
than octogenarians. Robert Lochore, 
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author of " Now, Jenny, Lass," died at 
the age of ninety; John Skinner, the 
writer of " Tullochgorum," at the age of 
eighty-six; the Duke of Gordon, the 
friend of Bums, and composer of a well- 
known version of " Cauld Kail in Aber- 
deen/' at the age of eighty-four ; Andrew 
Scott, the Border minstrel, lived, in spite 
of the indigence of his lot, to be eighty- 
two ; and John Mayne, author of " The 
Siller Gun," as also of a piece on 
" Hallowe'en " which suggested Burns's 
matchless poem on the same subject, died 
at seventy-seven, which was likewise the 
age of John Struthers, the pious minstrel 
who composed "The Poor Man's Sab- 
bath." The poets who passed away at 
seventy-five include John Younger, who 
is remembered not only for bis excellent 
prize essay on the Sabbath, but also for 
his books on angling and his charming 
lyric, *' Ilka blade o' grass gets its ain 
drap o' dew ; " and Walter Watson, of v 
Chryston, a man who, like Struthers and ^ 
Younger, united to poetical powers of* 
no mean order a profound piety that 
shines through all his verse. James 
Glassford, some of whose sacred songs 
were good enough to be ascribed to 
Lady Naime, lived to seventy-three; 
while Hector Macneill, Henry Scott 
Riddell, Henry Duncan, of Ruth well 
(the good parish minister who originated 
the idea of savings banks), and other 
minor luminaries of song, were seventy- 
two or upwards when they died. Dr. 
William Beattie, the biographer of 
Thomas Campbell, and who continues 
actively prosecuting his profession in 
London, must be at least seventy-five ; 
while Thomas Aird, of Dumfries, is now 
in his seventy-first year. Though many 
of the poets have died young, a larger 
number seem to have passed the allotted 
span of the Psalmist. 

Hew AinSlie was remarkable for more 
than his old age. He wrote the most 
vigorous and purest Scotch that was ever 
penned on the American continent; and 
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probably no author could be named who 
preserved, after such a protracted ab- 
sence from the latid of his birth, so much 
of the atmosphere and feeling of home 
in the verses which he composed on a 
distant shore. He had resided for more 
than fifty years in the United States, and 

yei his very latest songs, some of them 
composed after he had passed eighty, 
were as simply and purely Scotch as if 
he had never stirred from the banks of 
the Ayrshire stream on which he firist 
saw the light. Proof of this we find in 
such a song as the one he wrote on 

BCarvest Home tn America. 

The barley's in the mow, boys, 

The hay is in the stack, 
. An^ grain o* a* kinds now, boys, 
Snug under rape and thack. 

Then streek the hardenM hand o' toil, 
An' broach the treasur'd hoard ; 

We bent us bravely to the soil. 
Let's bend noo owre th,e board. 

Owre aft hath labour sown, boys, 

The crap that ithers reap ; 
Seen grain that he hath grown, boys, 

But fill a landlord's heap. 

But stetit, or tax, or tythe, boys, 

Our gimals,daurna spill; 
These burdens were bought aiF, boys, 

Langsyne at Bunker's HUl. 

Then upward let the spirit leap, 

An' spread the waukit han', 
Gie thanks to heaven we sow an' reap 

Within this blessed lail*. 

What tho' the han' be like a hoof, 

The cheek be like the grun*, 
The wearied shank be kicking proof, 

An' rather stiiF for fun. 

. Ne'er fear we'll get the slight o't — 
An* tongues shall wag like fiaUs, 
An* faith, we'll ha*e a night o't. 
Or punch an' pantry fails ! 

When hearty health is given, boysj 

To season life's dull lease, 
An' plenty comes frae heaven, boys, 

To mate wi' gentle peace. 

The soul that winna glow then, 

Is chill'd wi* gripping greed ; 
An' the heart that winna flow then, 

*s a stony heart indeed. 

In his youth, and while employed as a 
copying clerk in the Register House in 
Edinburgh, Aiuslie occasionally acted as 
amanuensis to Professor Dugald Stewart, 
^ho, having resigned his chair in the 
University, was living in elegant retice- 
— i 
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ment at kinniel House, a seat of the 
Duke of Hamilton^ There,.in the society 
of the distinguished philosopher, Ainslie 
passed several months both pleasantly and 
profiUbly. If aught annoyed him, it was 
the repeated transcription of manuscripjt 
compositions which the fastidious taste 
of Mr. Stewart required, but for which 
the less refined amanuensis was not dis- 
posed to make allowance. Ainslie, writ- 
ing a few years ago of his life at Edin- 
burgh, said it introduced him to a new 
world and entirely new men, as Thomas 
Pringle, the poet and traveller, Robert 

iameson, the translator of the Danish 
allads, and Campbell, the author of 
Albyn's Anthology. He felt, in such 
society, as a wild Galloway colt may be 
supposed to feel on being turned into a 
park full of blooded steeds. It was but 
little, however, he gained from these 
gentlemen save in the " auld ballad" 
fine. "Neither when transferred ,to 
Kinniel Castle," he adds, " did I improve 
much either in mind or manners, al- 
though Professor Stewart and his lady 
afforded me every opportunity to culti- 
vate both. Dr. Stewart, indeed, unlike 
Michael Cassio, was *bless'd in a fair 
wife,* a talented one, ,too, and a help- 
mate to boot, for often of a morning 
have I found whole chapters of * sweet 
philosophy' in her handwriting, which 
had been jointly concocted during the 
night. In her maiden days, when Miss 
Cranston, she wrote one song, at Jeast, 
which must live along with Burns's, as he 
added a verse to it to fit it for Thomson's 
collection." Their daughter Maria, adds 
Ainslie, gave early indications of talent, 
and in proof of this he cites a witty piece 
of verse she wrote on Lord Palmer ston, 
then a pupil of her father's. His lord- 
ship, it seems, among other peculiarities, 
would not make his capital letters like 
any one else. Miss Stewart seized upon 
this, and, imitating his hand, put him 
and his eccentricities through the entire 
alphabet. The four concluding lines ran 
thus : — f ' 

*' His X. L. N C. may be easily trac'd - ' 
In his quaint execution and fantastic taste ; 
And lastly, 1*11 stake my whole credit upon it, 
vBy the cut of his B. there's a bee in his bonnet," 
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In the summer of 1820, Ainslie made 
a tour from Edinburgh to Ayrshfre, his 
native county, in company with, two 
friends ; and two years afterwards, when 
o|x the eve of emigrating to America, he 
pubhshed an account of ij in a book en- 
titled '«A Pilgrimage to the Land of 
Burns." This was the first time Ayr- 
shire had been called by the name which 
is now so frequently g'iven to it. The 
book, printed by 4 friend of the author's 
at Deptford, can scarcely be said to have 
been published, in the proper sense of 
the word. It contains much excellent 
matter, both in prose and verse, and is 
well worthy of being reprinted. For 
pathos and humout, some of its passages 
have seldom been excelled ; and this ap- 
plies to its prose as well as to its verse. 
Here, for example, is Ainslie's picture of 

Tlie Cottar** Ssitardn j IVicht. S 

The hour had now arrived when the worthy 
entertainer proceeded, as was his wont, to wind 
up the duties of the day after the fashion so feel- 
ingly described in the "Cottar*^^turday Night." 
Any one who has witnessed, in the true spirit of 
grateful holiness, " the priest-like father read the 
sacred page,'* must have, with the immortal bard, 
exclaimed — 

*' Compared with this, how poor Religion's pride, 
In all the pomp of method and of art, 
When men display to congregations wide 
• pevotion's ev'ry grace, except the heart t " 
Pompous display and refined composition may 
assist in keeping us awake in our Sunday seats ; 
the eye may be pleased with the orator, and the 
ear with the oration ; still our immortal part is 
left untouched, to commune at will with the 
earth. But it is not so when true heart-bred piety 
bends before his. Maker, and, in the unpolished 
language o( his fathers, pours out his gratitude 
and praise. He employs no earthly trickery to 
catch the ear of the creature, a^ he seems to be 
aware of no presence but that of God; and 
should the pious worshipper be heavy with years, 
leaning, as it were, over the awful edge of 
eternity, the pouring forth of his soul seems, like 
the outgoings of Noah's dove, in search of a place 
where the worn and wearjr spirit may at last re- 
pose in peace. This evening devotion, indepen- 
dent of its eternal utility, appeared to our pil- 
grims as sn admirable partition betwixt the day 
and night ; the quiet, solemn 'thoughts which it 
is calculated to produce being a far better and 
surer guarantee for a sound and dreamless sleep 
than when the anxious thoughts or noisy merri- 
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ment of the day follow us up to our pfllow. 

Equally graphic and pleasing is the 
svcceeding picture of ^* 

flabbatlft in ibe Country. 

The ensuing day being Sunday, our pflgrlms, 
from the absence of that common bustle which 

distinguishes a country fife, were allowed to sleep ; 
deeper into the day than they intended. Indeed, 
in all well-regulated families of the West, those 
labours "or duties of a noisy nature are either 
executed on Saturday night or reprieved until 
Monday, that as no rude* stroke was heard at th^ 
building of the house of the 'Lord, none may dis- 
turb the solemn repose of His Sabbath. The 
kitchen, in particular, undergoes a complete 
change ; instead of being filled, as on other days, . 
with all sorts of sounds, from the chirp of the 
infant diick up to the boom of the big wheel, you 
hear only the clatter of your shoe on the sanded 
floor, the hum of flies, or the buzz of a captive . 
I wasp on the wmdow. Without, all undergoes 
; a corresponding change. " The mattock and the 
hoes " rest by either Mde of the door ; the plough 
sticks up to the shoulders in the furrow ; and the 
cart stands in the court with its shafts reverenti- 
ally pointed to heaven. Even the lower animals 
seem, in some degree, tempered to the day ; the 
old watch-dog, having no visitors to announce, 
no beggars to bark at, lays aside not a little of his 
evening din ; while pussy» purring unmolested 
by the fire, seems for a time to have forgotten her  
week-day wickedness. The *♦ feathered throng," 
from the removal of those rural sounds that gene- 
rally mingle >vith their notes, appear to have a 
Sabbath song ; the cock crows in a more solemn ' 
key, and even the hen, as she tells on the dung- 
hill what she has done in the loft, seems to have 
a Sunday cackle. 

Then may be seen the labouring man, his step 
slow and broken, with- his brawny hands folded 
up and reposing in his pockets, as he 

" Walketh forth to view the com,* 
An' sriiiF the caller air." 

He hath sold the strength of his arm and sweat 
of his brow during "six days, but on this he . ' 
hath no taskcr but his own taste—- no master 
but his Maker. He washes away the soil of the 
hireling, an d puts on, with his Sunday xoat, a 

•q^uom siq; /Cp^^mj: ui isdfd f^oJi mjo? qi%i% sq; si i 
,j sSuog jBindo<j u»poj^ jo-3an;BJ9;iT; ^HX >»* f 

,'ssau 
-isnq „ pjofi\ qsiiSua aq^ jo uopdouoD osomqo « 
SI „ uoaSij „ •uoSjBp 33uBj;s ^eq; m p3,{ojdai3 
spiOA aq; JO smos jo suopeireidxa q^iAv *qsiTSua 
luo32ij„ lio uosdmis -^ uh ^q auo'si pmzv^vw; 
s^uvi2}Uiov^ UI jaded aiqB>iJBUiaj ;soui' ^\\j^ 

•aan^Bia^iT qDuajj[ 
;naDaj. jo 9mmdj, ^B^idBD b sn aAi3 qoiq^ 'q;uoui I 
aqq, jo saDi;ou aq; jo uoi^daaxa* auj " ujiav *amz * ^ 
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6m R. olrfest Scottish man of letters has at length 
recei»'£d his summons^ and gone over to the 
. majority. Hew Ainslie died on the ilth Marcb^ 
, at Louisville, Kentucky, U.S., which had been 
his place of residence for upwards of 50 years. 
]pe was born in the parish of Dailly, in the 
Carrick district of Ayrshire, in 1792, so that he 
had attained the patriarchal age of 86 years 
at the time of his departure. Though he had 
been a citizen of the United States for the long 
space of 56 years, and only once visited his native 
country durmg that period, he remained to the 
last a thorough Scot in sentiment and language ; 
and the ballads and songs which he wrote, even 
in old age, were remarkable for the purity 
with whicn they exemplified the strong and racy 
vernacular of the land of Burns. A few years ago 
I contributed to your columns a biographical 
sketch of Mr. Ainsiie^ which has since been ap- 
propriated — ^without acknowledgment — ^in at least 
one of the chief collections of Scottish song. 
Nurtured in his childhood on our south-western 
coast in the ballad lore, which then still continued 
to form a leading element in the intellectual life 
of rural Scotland, Hew Ainslie became an adept 
in the writing of ballads, which would have done 
credit to the best of the old *' makkirs ; " and in the 
present century he has had no equal in this de- 
partment of literature, the only writer who ap- 
proached him being Allan Cunningham, liis 
*' Rover o' Loch Ryan,'* written in 'his youth, 
has all the spontaneity and dashing vigour, as 
well as the natural simplicity, which characterise 
the finest of the old ballads — those strains that 
fall upon the ear like the sough of the wind among 
the pines, and that seem as ^jitle iqdehteH tn ari- 

noniod snouts ^iomoqUV^^m^^^^ ^It^su^d 
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